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HO I can't, without Ingratitude, con- 
ceal the exceeding Favours which the 
Town have ſhewn this Piece; yet they 
| 6 muſt give me leave to own, that even 
PIs my Vanity lay huſh'd, quite ſtifled in my 
Fears, till I had ſecurely fixd its good Fortune, by 
publiſhing your Approbation of ic: An Advantage, 
which, as it will confirm my Friends in their favouraÞ'e 
Opinion, ſo ir muſt, in ſome meaſure, qualify the 
Severity of the Malicious. After this Declaration, 
jet the World imagine, how difficult it is for me, 
not to launch into your Character: But ſince your 
Candour and Depth of Judgment, are my chief 
Protection, I am loth to diſcompoſe you, by an 
ungrateful Repetition of thoſe Virtues, which only 
pleaſe you in the Practice: The World as little wants 
the Knowledge of . you deſir the Recital: 1 i 


* 

7 
— 

- 


litude, Praiſe will follow your and 


The Dedivation. © © 


© *Tis your nan S1R, that your Fortune has 


fix d you above the need of Praiſe, or: Friends, yet 
both are equally unavoidable: For even to your So- 
rows fonder of 


you for your Coldneſs; ſhe loves you or your Choice 


of Pleaſures, thoſe noble Pleaſures of a ſweet Re- 


tirement, from which nothing but the Conſideration 


of 2 Country's Weal can draw you. 
ut as no Man can properly be made a Patron, 


whoſe Virtues have not in ſome ſort qualified him 


for ſuch a Care: So, SIR, it is ſufficient for me, that 
your Life and Converſation are the beſt Heralds of 


your Power, and my Safety. 


Here, S1R, I muſt beg Leave to clear myſelf from 
what the ill Wiſhes of ſome wou'd have the World 
believe, that what I now offer you, is ſpurious, and 
not the Product of my own Labour. And tho' 1 


am pleas d that this Report ſeems to allow it ſome 


Beauties, yet I am ſorry it has made a Diſcovery of 


ſome Perſons, who think me worth their Malice. 
This DEDIcAT10N were little better than an Af- 


front, unleſs I cou'd withall Sincerity aſſure you, SIR) 
that the Fable is entirely my own; nor is there a 
Line or Thought throughout the whole, for which I 
am wittingly oblig d either to the Dead or Living : 
For I cou'd no more be pleas d with a ſtoln Repu- 
tation, than with a Miſtreſs, who yielded only upon 
the Interceſſion of my Friend. It ſatisfies me, S IR, 


that you believe it mine; and I hope, what others 
fay to the contrary, is rather owing to an unreaſo- 


nable Diſguſt, than their real Opinion. I am not ig- 


norant of thoſe Overſights I have committed, nor 
have the diſſecting Criticks much diſcourag'd me: 
For is their Diverſion to find Fault; and to have 
none, is to them an unpardonable Diſappointment ; 


no Man can expect to go free, while they don't ſpare 
one another. But as write not in Defiance of their 


Cenſure; ſo, after having diverted you, S1 R, Iſhall 


not 


—— 
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not trouble them wich a Preface. Had it not ſuc- 
ceeded, I ſhould have had Modeſty enough to impute 


it tomy own want of Merit: For certainly the Town 


can take no pleaſure in decrying any Man's Labours, 


when ris their intereſt to encourage em. Every 
Gueſt is the beſt Judge of his own Palate; and a 
Poet ought no more to impoſe good Senſe upon the 
Galleries, than dull Farce upon theundiſputed Judges. 


I firſt conſider d who my Gueſts were, before] pre- 
pared my Entertainment: And therefore I ſhall only 


| © add this, as a general Anſwer to all Objections, that it 


has every way exceeded mine, and hitherto has not 


Wrong dthe Houſe's Expectation: That Mr. Southery's 


Good-nature (whoſe own Works beſt recommend 


his Judgment) engaged his Reputation for the Suc- 
ceſs; which its Reception, and your Approbation, 
8 : R, has ſince redeem'd, to the intire Satisfaction 


Your moſt Devoted, 


Humble Servant, 


dhe Dedicatin. 


Culley Ciller.. 
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PROLOGUE 


ya FRIEND. 


Spoken by Mr. VIA BRUSEN. 


% Were ford toglean it from the barren Stage: 
Y (24 E'en layers. fedg'd by nobler P ens, take wing | 
Fe Themſelves, and their own rude Conipoſures 


F TT bears fo thin a Crop, this duller Age, 
AY 
W 


een fog. 2 
Mor need our Toung- One dread a Shipaurec here: 


Who trades without a Stock, has nonght to fear. 
Ine ry Smile of yours a Prize he draws ;. 
And if you damn him, he's but where he vas. 


Pet where's the Reaſon for the critick Crew, > 
With killing Blafts, like Winter, to purſue 7 
dhe tender Plant, that ripent but for you ? E 
Nature, in all her Werks, requires Time 5 | 

| Kindneſs, and Years, lis makes the Virgin climb, © 
And foot, and haſten to the expected Prime; 
And then, if untaught Fancy fail to pleaſe, 


FT injirudt the willing Pujil by Degrees; 

By gentle 1 you your Foys improve, 

And mould ber awkard Paſſion into Love. = 
Zov'n Folly has its growth : Few Fools are made; 


You drudge and feveat fir't, as it were a Trade. 
Jis half tre Labour of jour trifling Age, 


To faſhion you fit Sul jechs for the Stage. 


Well! If our 4uthor fail to draw you like 3 | 

In the fr fs Draught, you're not expect Vandyke. 

Mat ibo no Maſfter-firoke in this appears, 
Tet ſome may Featut es find reſembliof 


theirs. 
Nor do the bad alone his Colours bare 7 
Neglected Virtue is at leaft hen fair, 

And that's enough o' Conſcience for a Playr. 

But if you'd hade him take @ bolder Flight, 
And draau your Pictures by a truer Eight, 


Te muſt your felves, by Follies yet unknown, 
Inſpire bis Pencil, and divert the Town. 
Nor judge, by this, his Genius at a fland; 


For Time, that makes new Foals, may mend his 1 5 ; 
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O W, Callas, for the 4 Firh, 7 3 you 
+ Kind City-Gentlemen oth middle Row 3 


& There's not a Cuckold made in a 


He araws his Pen againſt your Enemies: 


For he declares, to-day, he merely ftrives 


To maul the Beaux——becauſe they maul your Wives. 
Now, Sirs, To you whoſe ſole Religion's Drinking, 


 Whoring, Roaring, without the Pain of Thinking, 


He fears he's made a Fault youll ne er forgive, 

A Crime beyond the Hope of a N f | 

An hone Rake orego the Joys of Life ! © 
His + 5 4 Wine. / Lad Sore dull chafte Wi 7 5 
Such .out-of-faſhion Stuff But then again, 

He's lewd for above four Acts, Gentlemen ! 5 
For faith, he knew, when once he'd chang'd his Fortune, 
And reform'd his Vice, "twoas time to drop the Curtain, 
Four As for your coarſe Palates were defipn'd, 
But then the Ladies Taſte is more refn'd, p 
They, for Amanda's Sake, avill ſure be kind. 
Pray let this Figure once your Pity move : 


Can Jou refit the pleading God of Love! i 


In vain my Pray rs the other Sex ks, | 


OE Jotr congu ring Smiles Fear fubborn Hear ts tabu. 


Ae hopes you nothing to his Charge can lay, | 
May, you muſt own, if you believe your + Fa. 


Dung Worthy. His Brother, ofa 22 


Dramatis Perſone. 
1 E N. 


br vn ond A —_— * 
tleman, that incies himſelf a great | 
Maſter of his Paſhon,which he only Mr. Tohnfen, 


is in trivial Matters. 

Levelgſ Of a debauch'd Life, grew 5, 
weary of his Wife in fix Months; 
left her, and the Town, for Debt: ws 
be did not care to Pays ; and havin Mr. Wilks. 
ſpent the laſt part of his Eſtate be- . 
yond Sea, rockin to England ina 
very mean Condition. 


Sir Novelty Fler. A 8 that thats Mr. cus 


loves (obe the firſt in all Fop 


Elder Worthy. A ſober Genc bf 


a fair Eſtate, in love with Hillaria. 21 Mr. Williams. 


Temper, Lover to 3 "Par. Mills, 


Snap. ant to Loveleſs, Mr. Cisber jun, 
Shy. Servant to 1 ay. N . 1 8 


WOMEN. 


> pans. A Woman of firit Virtue, ] 


married to Loveleſs v oung, and 
ten 3 fs very young Mrs Porter, 


arciſſa. Daughter to Sir W: liam | | 
e a Portane. zun. Thur mond. 


Hillaria. His Niece. Mrs. Heron. 


Flareit. A kept Miſtreſs of Sir Ne- 


3 $ Mrs. Mile. 


Woman to Amanda. 
Maid to Flareit. 
Servants, & c. 


The SCENE Londen, 


| Love's Laſt Shift 
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The Fool in Faſbion 
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S C EN E the Park. 


Za nter Loveleſs, and Snap (bis Servant. ) 


NE Lrrah ! leave your Preaching : . 
g Your Counſel, like an ill Clock, 
either ſtands ſtill, or goes too ſſw: 
Lou nc'er thought my Extra- 
Vagancies amiſs, while you had your 
' ſhare of em, and now I want Mo- 
— Hey to ks my {elf drunk, you adviſe me to live ſober, 
j you Dog.——They that will hunt Pleaſure as I ha done, 
aſcal, muſt never give over in a fair Chace. . 
Snap. Nay, I knew you would never reſt, till you 
had tir'd your Dogs. -Ah, Sir! what a fine Pack 
of Guineas have you had! and yet you would make 
'em run till they were quite ipent. Wou'd I were 
Lare turn'd out of your Service. Here we have been 
three Days in Town, and I can ſafely ſwear I have livd 
pen picking a holiow Tooth ever ance. 
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Taue, Why don't you eat then, Sirtah 2. 1 
Leut, Why,don's you eat then, Sith: 


FY 


Fraß. Een becadle 1 don't know where, Sir. 


£ 8 


{Rogue ! to murmur at a little faſting with me, when 


thou haſt been an equal Partner of my good Fortune. 


© 


Snap. Fortune ! It makes me weep to think 
what you have brought yourſelf and me to! How well 


might you hy? liv'd, Sir, had you been a ſober Man.,— 
Let me fee I ha' been in your Service juſt ten 


| Years:—In the firſt you married, and grew weary of 


your Wife: In the ſecond you whor'd, drank, gam'd, 


run in Debt, mortgag'd your Eſtate, and was forc'd to 
leave the Kingdom: In the third, fourth, fifth, ſixth, 
and ſeventh you made the Tour of Europe, with the 
State and Equipage of a French Court-Favourite, while 
your poor Wife at home broke her Heart for the loſs 


of you: In the eighth and ninth you grew poor, and 
little the wiſer: and now in the tenth you are reſolv'd 
SOV Wy IE 
Lowe. Deſpicable Rogue! can't thou not bear the 
Frowns of a common Strumpet, Fortune? 
Snap. | 
| lace you gave that damn'd Venetian Strumpet, but I wiſh 


*'Sbud, I never think of the Pearl-Neck- 


her hang'd in't! | be 
Lowe. Why, Sirrah! I knew I cou'd not have her 
without it, and I had a Night's Enjoyment: of her was 
worth a Fone's Revenue fer̃r. 
Snap. Ah! you had better ha' laid out your Money 


here in London; T'll undertake you might have had the 
whole Town over and over for half the Price.— Beſide, 


Sir, what a delicate Creature was your Wife! She was 


the only celebrated Beauty in Town; I'Il undertake 


there were more Fops and Fools run mad for her 


_ *Sbud ſhe was more plagu'd with em, and more talk'd 


of than a good Actreis with a Maiden-head ! Why the 
Devil cou'd not ſhe content you? 


Lowe. No, Sirrah ! the World to me is a Garden ſtock'd 


with all forts of Fruit, where the greateſt Pleaſure we 


can take, is in the variety of Taſte: But a Wife is an 


eternal Apple-tree; after a pull or two, you are ſure to 


fet your Teeth on edge. 


* 
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_ Miſtreſs. | 


The Fool in Faſhion.” 


11 
Snap. And yet I warrant you grudg'd another Man a 

Bit of her, tho' you valu'd her no more than you wou'd 

a half-eaten Pippin, that had lain a Week a ſunning in 


a Parlour Window. — But ſee, Sir, who's this? 
for methinks J long to meet with an old acquaintance ? 
Love. Ha! egad, he looks like one, and may be ne- 
ceſſary, as the cale ſtands with me. | 
Szap. Pray Heaven he do but invite us to Dinner! 
Enter Young Worthy. | 
Love. Dear Worthy ! let me embrace thee; the fight 
of an old Friend warms me, beyond that of a new 


Y. Wir. Sdeath, what Bully's this! Sir, your Pardon, 
I don't know you! _ . 8 
Lowe. Faith, Vill, Jam a little out of Repairs at pre- 


ſent: But I am all that's left of honeſt Ned Loweleſs. - 


Y. Mor. Loveleſs! T am amaz d! What means this Me- 
tamorphoſis ! Faith, Ned, I am glad to find thee 
amongſt the living, however——How long haſt thou 


been in Town? 


3 goes the World ? 


5 
* 


” thee at laſt to E ngland 2 


Love. About three days. — But prithee, Vill, how 


J. mor. Why like a Bowl: it runs on at the old rate; 
Intereſt is ſtill the Jack it aims at; and while it rowls, 
you know, it mult of neceſſity be often turn'd upſide 
down.—But I doubt, Friend, you have bowled out of 
the Green, have liv'd a little too faſt, [ /urweying his 
Dreſs.) like one that hath loſt all his ready Money, and 
forc'd to be an idle SpeCtator.—Prithee, what brought 
Lowe. Why, my laſt Hopes, faith, which were to per- 
ſuade Sir William Wiſewoud (if he be alive) to whom 
I mortgaged my Eſtate, to let me have Five hundred 


Pounds more upon it, or elſe to get ſome honeſt Friend 


to redeem the Mortgage, and ſhare the Overplus ! Be- 
ſides, I thought that London might now be a Place of 
uninterrupred Pleaſure ; for I hear my Wife is dead : 
and to tell you the truth, *twas the Staleneſs of her 
Love was the main Cauſe of my going over. 


Y. Wor. His Wife dead! Ha! I'm glad he knows no 


other; I won't undeceive him, left the Rogue ſhould 


go and rifle her of what ſhe has. [ Aſide.] Les, faith, 


you have neither Wife, nor Eſtate. 


young Whores, and the Conver ſation of brave Fellows 


12 Love's Laſt Shift; or, 

I was at her Burial, and ſaw her ſtake Poſſeſſion of her 

long Home, and, am ſorry to tell you, Ned, the died 

with Grief : your wild Courſes broke her Heart. F 
Love. Why, faith! ſhe was a good-natur'd Fool, that's 


the truth on't: Well! reſt her Soul. 


Snap. Now, Sir, you are a ſingle Man indeed, ſor 


Y. Wor. But how haſt thou improv'd thy Money be- 


 yond Sea? What halt thou brought over? 


Lowe. Oh, a great deal of Experience. 

J. Wor. And no Money? = 

Snap. Not a Souſe, faith, Sir, as my Belly can teſtify, 

Love. But I have a great deal more Wit than I had ! 

Snap. Not enough to get your Eſtate again, or to 
know where we ſhall dine to-day.—(O Lord, he don't 


_ aſk us yet!) [ Ze. 


Y. Wor. Why, your Rogue's witty, Ned; where didſt 


thou pick him up? 


Love. Don't you remember Snap, formerly your Pimp 
in Ordinary ? But he is much improved in his Calling, 
I affure you, Sir. 88 5 ; 

. Wor. I don't doubt it, conſidering who has been 
his Maſter. : 


Snap. Yes, Sir, I was an humble Servant of yours, 


and am ſtill, Sir, and ſhould be glad to ſtand behind your 


Chair at Dinner, Sir. | [ Bowws. 
T. Wor. Oh, Sir! that you may do another time; but 
to-day I'm engag'd upon Bulineis ; however there's a 
Meal's Meat for you. | [Throws him a Guinea. 
Snap. Bleſs my Eye-fight! a Guinea! —oir, is there 


eer a Whore you would have kicked ? any old Bawd's 


Windows you would have broken? Shall J beat your 
Taylor for diſappointing you? or your Surgeon, that 
would be paid tor a Clap of two Years ſtanding? If 


you have occaſion, you may command your humble 
Servant | | PR 


Y. Mor. Sweet Sir, I am obliged to you! But at pre- 


' ſent am ſo happy as to have no occaſion for your Af- 
ſiſtance.— But hark you, Ned; Prithee, what haſt thou 


done with thy Eſtate? 


love. I pawn d it to buy Pleaſure; that is, old Wine, 
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The Fool in Faſhion. 13 
as mad as my ſelf, Pox! if a Man hath Appetites, they 
are Torments, if not indulged ! I ſhall never eomplain 
as long as I have Health and Vigour: And as for my 
Poverty, why the Devil ſhould I be aſhamed of that, 
ſince a rich Man won't bluſh at his Knavery ? | 

. Wor. Faith, Ned, I'm as much in love with Wic- 


kedneſs as thou canſt be, but I'm for having it at a cheap- 


er Rate than my Ruin! Don't it grate you a little to 
ſee your Friends bluſh for you? 5 5 

Lowe. Tis very odd, that People ſhou'd be more a- 
ſhamed of other's Faults, then their own : I never yet 
could meet with a Man that offered me Counſel, but 
had more occaſion for it himſelf, . 

Y. Mor. So far you may be in the right: For indeed, 


good Counſel is like a home Jeſt, which every buſy Fool 


1s offering to his Fellow, and yet won't take it himſelf. 
Lowe. Right! Thus have I known a jolly red- 


nos'd Parſon, at three o'the Clock in the Morning, belch 


out Invecti ves againſt late Hours, and hard Drinking; 
and a canting hypocritical Sinner proteſt againſt Forni- 
cation, When the Rogue was himſelf juſt crawling out 


Y. Wor. Tho' theſe are Truths, Friend, yet I don't 


ſee any Advantage you can draw from them. Prithee, 


kow wilt thou live, now all your Money's gone? 
Live. Live! How doſt thou live? thou art but a 
younger Brother, I take it. e 
Y. Mor. Oh, very well, Sir; (tho' faith my Father 
left me but 3000 J.) one of which I gave for a Place at 
Court, that J ſtill enjoy; the other two are gone after 
Pleaſure, as thou ſayſt. But beſides this, I am ſupply'd 
by the continual Bounty of an indulgent Brother: Now, 


I am loth to load his Good-Nature too much, and there- 


fore have &en thought fit, like the reſt of my raking 
Brotherhood, to purge out my wild Humours with 
Matrimony : By the way, I have taken care to ſee the 
Dole well {weetned with a ſwinging Portion. 55 

Love. Ah 1 Will, you'll find, marrying to cure Lewd- 
neſs, is like ſurfeiting to cure Hunger: For all the Con- 
ſequence is, you loath what you ſurfeit on, and are on- 
1y chaſte to her you marry.—But prithee, Friend, what 
is thy Wife that muſt be? 3 by 
| B 2 Vor. 
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— Love's Laſt Shift ; or, 


Y. Wor. Why, fait“, ſince I believe the Matter is too 
far gone for any Man to poſtpone me, (at leaſt, I am 


| ſure, thou wilt not do me an Injury to do thy ſelf no 


good) I'Il tell thee: — ou mutt know, my Miſtreſs 
15 the Daughter of that very Knight to whom you 


mortgaged your Eſtate, Sir William Wiſeqwoud. 


Lowe. Why, ſhe's an Heireſs, and has 1000 J. a Year 
in her own Hands, 1t ſhe be of Age: But I ſuppoſe the 
old Man knows nothing of your Intentions. There- 
fore, prithee, how have you had Opportunities of pro- 
moting your Love? Pep : 

Y. Wor. Why thus:—You muſt know, Sir William 


(being very well acquainted with the largeneſs of my 
Brother's Eſtate) deſigns his Daughter for him; and to 
encourage his Paſſion, offers him, out of his own Poc- 


ket, the Additional Bleſſing of 5000/7. This Offer, my 


Brother, knowing my Inclinations, ſeems to embrace 


but at the ſame time is really in love with his Niece, 
who lives with him in the ſame Houle: And therefore, 


to hide my Deſign from the old Gentleman, I pretend 


Viſits to his Daughter, as an Interceſſor tor my Brother 
only; and thus he has given me Daily Opportunities of 
advancing my own Intereſt ;——nay, and | have ſo con- 


triv'd it, that I deſign to have the 5000 J. too. 


Lowe. How is that poſlible, ſince I ſee no hopes of 
the old Man's Conſent for you? 

Y. Wor. Havea Day's Patience, and you'll ſee the Ef- 
fects on't: Ina word, 'tis ſo ſure, that nothing but De- 
lays can hinder my Succeſs ; therefore I am very earneſt 
with my Miſtreſs, that to-morrow may be the Day: 


But a Pox on't, I have two Women to prevail with; 


for my Brother quarrels every other day with his Mi- 
ſtreſs; and while I am reconciling him, I loſe ground 
in my own Amour. | | 

Love. Why, has not your Miſtreſs told you her Mind 
vet? | 


wou'd no more own her Love before my Face, than 


The wou'd ſhift herſelf before my Face, Fey : 
Lowe. Pihaw! ſhe ſhews it the more, by ſtriving to 


conceal it. Y. Var. 


DN 


FT. Mor. She will, I ſuppoſe, as ſoon as ſhe knows it 
herſelf; for within this Week ſhe has chang'd it as of- 
ten as her Linen, and keeps it as ſecret too: for ſhe 
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The Fool in Faſbion. 15 
Y. Wor. Nay, ſhe does give me ſome Proofs indeed; 
for ſhe will ſuffer no body but herſelf to ſpeak ill of me, 
is always uneaſy till I am ſent for, never pleas'd when L 
am with her, and ſtill jealous when J leave her. 
Lowe. Well! Succeſs to thee, Vill; I will {end the 
Fiddles, to releaſe you from your firtt Nights Labour. 
Y. Wor. But, hark you! have a care of diſobliging 
the Bride, though. — Ha! yonder goes my Brother! 
I am afraid his Walking ſo early, proceeds from ſome 
Diſturbance in his Love; I muſt after him, and ſet him 
right.——Dear Nd, you'll excuſe me: Shall I fee you 
at the Blue Poſts between Five and Six this Afternoon ? 
Love. With all my Heart: But, d'ye hear 
Can'ſt not thou lend me the Fellow to that ſame Gui. 
nea you gave my Man? I'Il give you my Bond, if you 
miſtruſt me. | | 1 — 
Y. Wor. Oh, Sir! your Neceſſity is Obligation e- 


_nough:—— There *tis, and all I have, faith; when I 


ſee you at Night, you may command me farther. —— 


Adieu: at Six at fartheſt. Exit V. Wor. 


Lowe. Without fail.— 80! Now, Raſcal, you are an 
hungry, are you! Thou deſerveſt never to eat again.— 
Rogue ! grumble before Fortune had quite forſaken us! 


Snap. Ah! Dear Sir, the Thoughts of eating again, 


have ſo tranſported me, I am reſolved to live and die 
with you. | | 
Love. Look ye, Sirrah, here's that will provide us of 
a Dinner, and a Brace of Whores into the Bargain; at 
leaſt as Guineas and Whores go now. | | 
Snap. Ah! good Sir! no Whores before Dinner, I 


beſeech you. 


Love. Well, for once I'll take your Advice; or, to 


ſay the Truth, a Man is as unfit to follow Love with 


an empty Stomach, as Buſinets with an empty Head: 

Therefore think a Bit and a Bcttle won't be amils firſt. 
The Gods of Wine and Love were ever Friends; 

For by the help of Wine, Lowe gains his Ends. [Exeunt, 

Enter Elder Worthy awith a Letter. 

EI. Vor. How hard it is to find that Happineſs which 

our ſhort-ſighted Paſſions hope from Woman! 'tis not 

their cold Diſdain or Cruelty ſhould make a faithful Lo- 
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16 Love's Laf Shi fi: or, 


ver curſe his Stars, that is but reaſon. ; 'tis the Sha- 


dow in our Pleaſure's Picture! Without it, Love could 


ne'er be heighten'd ! No, tis their Pride and vain Defire 
of many Lovers, that robs our Hope of its imagined 
Rapture: The Blind are only happy : For if we look 
thro' Reaſon's never-erring Perſpective, we then ſurvey 
their Souls, and view the Rubbiſh we were chaff' ring 


for: And ſuch I find Hillaria's Mind is made of. This 


etter 15 an Order for the knocking off my Fetters, 
and VI! ſend it her immediately. T 

Enter to him Young Worthy. 
I. Wor. Morrow, Brother, | ſeeing the Letter | What 
is your Fit return'd again? What Beau's Box now has 
Hillariataken Snuff from? What Fool has led her from 


the Box to her Coach? What Fop has ſhe ſuffer'd to 


read a Play or Novel to her? Or whoſe Money has 
ſhe indiſcreetly won at Baſſet *—Come, come, let's {ce 


the ghaſtly Wound ſhe has made in your Quiet, that 1 


may know how much Claret to preſcribe you. 


EJ. Wor. J have my wound and cure from the ſame 
Perion, I'Il aſſure you; the one from Hillaria's Wit and 


Beauty, and the other from her Pride and Vanity. 
Z. Mor. That's what I could ne'er yet find her guilty 
of: are you angry at her loving you ? GY 
EI. Wor. I am angry at myielf, for believing ſhe 
ever aid. | | 
Y. Mor. Have her Actions ſpoke the contrary ? Come, 
you know ſhe loves. Ps | 
El. War. Indeed ſhe gave a great Proof on't laſt 


Night here in the Park, by faſtning on a Fool, and ca- 
reſſing him before my Face, when ſhe might have ſo 


eaſily avoided him. 5 
Z. Wor. What! and I warrant, interrupted you in 
the middle of your Sermon; for I don't queſtion but 


you were preaching to her. But, prithee, who was 


the Fool ſhe faſten'd upon? 


EI. Por. One that Heaven intended for a Man; but 
the whole Buſineſs of his Life is, to make the World 


believe he is of another Species. A Thing that aftects 


mightily to ridicule himſelf, only to give others a kind 


of Neceſſity of praiſing him, I can't ſay he's a Slave 
to any new Faſhion, for he pretends to be Maſter of it 
Si 55 and 
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The Fool in Faſhion. 17 


an is ever reviving ſome old, or advancing ſome new 
piece of Foppery; and tho' it don't take, is ſtill as well 


N pleaſed, becauſe it then obliges the Town to take the 


more Notice of him: He's to fond of a publick Re- 


putation, that he is more extravagant in his Attempts 


* 


os 


do gain it, than the Fool that fir'd Diana's Temple to 


immortalize his Name. | 
T. Wor. You have ſaid enough to tell me his Name 

is Sir Novelty Faſhion.” 5 | 
El. Wor. The ſame: But that which moſt concerns 

me, he has the impudence to addreſs to Hillaria, an 


ſhe Vanity enough not to diſcard him. 


Y. Wor. Is this all? Why, thou art as hard to pleaſe 
in a Wife, as thy Miſtreſs in a new Gown: How ma- 
ny Women have you took in hand, and yet can't pleaſe 
yourſelf at laſt? bs 1 

El. Wor. I had need to have the bet Goods, when I 
offer ſo great a Price as Marriage for them: Hillaria 
has ſome good Qualities, but not enough to make a 
Wife of. 5 - 

Y. Wor. She has Beauty ! 

El. Wor. Granted. 

_Y. Vor. And Money. | 
El. Wor. Yoo much: Enough to ſupply her Vanity. 
Y. Wor. She has Senſe. _ DE 
El. War. Not enough to believe I am no Fool. 

Y. Wor. She has Wit. | 

El. Wor. Not enough to deceive me. 

Y. Wor. Why then you are happy, if ſh2 can't de. 
ceive you. #2 Kg 

EI. Mor. Yet ſhe has Folly enough to endeavour it: 


Til ſee her no more, and this ſhall tell her fo. 


Y. Wor. Which in an Hour's time you'll repent, as 
much as ever | | . 
EI. Wor. As ever I ſhould marrying her. 
F. Wor. You'll have a damn'd meaking Look, when 
you are forced to aft her pardon for your ungenerous 


Dvuipicion, and lay the fault upon Excels of Love. 


EI. Wor. J am nat ſo much in Love as you imagine, 
. Hor. Indeed, Sir, you are in Love, and that Let- 
ter tells her ſo. „„ 
El. Wor. Read it, you'il find to the contrary. 
; | B 4 Ce MO > 


* | 
18 Love's Laſt Shift; or, 
| J. Wor. Prithee, I know what's in it better than thou 
1 4 do'ſt: You ſay, tis to take your Leave of her; but I 
Wile ſay, 'tis in hopes of a kind, excuſive Anſwer : But, 
lt faith, you miſtake her and your {elf too; ſhe is too 
10 high-ſpirited, not to take you at your Word; and you 
are too much in Love, not to aſk her Pardon. 
j El. Wer. Well, then, I'll not be too raſh, but will ſhew 
(WR my Reſentment, in forbearing my Viſits. 5 
þ! JT. Wir. Your Viſits! Come, I ſhall ſoon try what a 
Man of Reſolution you are; — for yonder ſhe comes: 
; | Now, let's ſee if you have Power to move. 
0 1 J. Wor. I'll ſoon convince you of that. 
| well. | 
Z. Wor. Ha! Gone! I don't like that! Iam ſorry to 
End him fo reſolute: But I hope Hillaria has taken too 
faſt hold of his Heart, to let this Fit ſhake him of: I 
muſt to her, and make up this Breach ; for while his 
bl Amour ſtands ſtill, I have no hopes of advancing my 
{| 0 oven. | 7 | [ Exit. 
We. | Enter Hillaria, Narciſſa, and Amanda in Mourning. 
Hil. Well, dear 4manda, thou art the moſt conſtant 
Witte Jever heard of, not to ſhake off the Memory of 
| an ill Huſband, after eight or ten Years abſence ; nay, 
to mourn, for oaght you know, for the living too, and 
* ſuch a Huſband, that, tho' he were alive, would ne- 
99 ver thank you for it: Why d'ye perſiſt in ſuch a hope- 
"1M leſs Grief ? | 5 | 
Am. Becauſe *tis hopeleſs ! For if he be alive, he is 
dead to me!] His dead Affections, not Virtue itſelf can 
_eerretrieve : Wou'd I were with him, tho' in his Grave! 
Hil. In my mind you are much better where you 
are! the Grave! Young Widows uſe to have warmer 
Wiſhes. But, methinks, the Death of a rich old Un- 
cle ſhould be a Cordial to your Sorrows. . 
Am. That adds to em; for he was the only Relation 
I had left, and was as tender of me as the neareſt ! He 
was a Father to me. FO 
Hil. He was better than ſome Fathers to you ; for 
he died juſt when you had occaſion for his Eſtate. _ 
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think he only lives to hinder me of my Occaſions; bon. 
3 | 5 1 Lord 
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Nar. I have an old Father, and the Duce take me, 1 ; 


The Fool in Faſhion. 19 
Lord bleſs me, Madam, how can you be unhappy with 
2000 J. a year in your own Poſſeſſion ? 

Hil. For my part, the greateſt Reaſon I think you 
have to grieve, is, that you are not ſure your Huſband's 
dead; for were that confirm'd, then indeed there we 


hopes that one Poiſon might drive out another; y 


might marry again. 

Am. All the Comfort of my Life is, that I can 825 
my Conſcience, I have been true to Virtue. 

Hil. And to an extravagant Huſband, that cares not a 
Farthing for you, But, come, let's leave this unſeaſon- 
able Talk, and pray give me a little of your Advice. 
What ſhall I do with this Mr. Worthy ? Wou'd you ad- 
viie me to make a Huſband of him? 

Am. J am but an ill judge of Men; the only one I 
thought myſelf ſecure of, moit cruelly deceiv'd me. 

Hil. A loſing Gameſter is fitteſt to give Warning: 
What d'ye think of him? 

Am. Better than of any Man I know; I read nothing 
in him but what is ſome part of a good Man' s Character. 

Fil]. He's jealous, 

Am. He's a Lover, 

Hil. He taxes me with a Fool! 

Am. He wou'd preſerve your Reputation; and a 
Fool's Love only ends in the Ruin of it. | 

Hil. Methinks he's not handſome. 

Am. He's a Man, Madam. 

Hill. Why then cen let him make a Woman of me, 

Nar. Pray, Madam, what dye think of his Brother? 
Lil. 

Am. I would not think of him, 

Nar. O dear, why, pray ? 

Am. He puts me in mind of a Man too like him; 
one that had Beauty, Wit, and Falſhood ! a 

Nar. You have hit ſome part of his Character, I 
muſt confeſs, Madam; but as to his Truth, I'm ſure 
he loves only me. 

Am. I don't doubt but he tells you ſo, nay, and ſwears 
No 
Nar. O Lord ! Madam, 1 hope I may without Va- 
nity believe him. 

Am. But you will bardly,without Magick, ſecure him. 

. 5 B Nan, 


20 Love's Laſt Shift ; or, 


Nar. I ſhall uſe no © hog or Caarms, but this poor | 3 


Face, Madam, 
Am. And your Fortune, Madam. 
Nar. (Senſeleſs Malice) [fade] I know he'd marry 
me without a Groat. 
Am. Then he's not the Man I take him for? * 
Nar. Why, pra what do you take him for. 
Am. A wild young Fellow, that loves every thing he ſees. 
Nar. He never lov'd you yet. Pecwiſoly. 
Am. Thope, Madam, he never ſaw any thing 1 in me 
to encourage him. 
Nuar. In my Conſcience you are in the right on't, 
Madam; I dare {wear he never did, nor &er wou'd, 
_ tho? he gazed till Doom's-day. 
Am. 1 hope, Madam, your Charms will prevent his 
putting himſelf to the trial, and I with he may never 
Nar. Nay, dear Madam, no more railing at him, 
unleſs you wou'd have me believe you love him. 
Hil. Indeed, Ladies, you are both in the wrong: 
You, Coufin, in being angry at what you defir'd, her 


Opinion of your Lover; and you, Madam, tor fpeak-_ 


IS, . "og againſt the Man ſhe reiolves to love. 


dat If 
Hi. Stuff! Why, don't you own you are to marry 


Love him! Prithee, Couſin, no more e of that 


kim this Week ?—Here he comes, I ſuppoſe you'll tell 


him another thing in his Ear. 
Enter Voung Worthy. 

* Hil. Mr Woerthy, your Servant! you look with the 
P ace of Buſineſs : What's the News pray ? 

T. Wer. Faith, Madam, I have News for you all, 
and private News too ; but that of the greateſt Conſe- 
quence, is with this Lady. Your Pardon, Ladies; III 
whiiper with you all, one after another. 

Nar. Come, Couſin, will you walk ? the Gentleman 
has Buſineſs; we ſhall interrupt him. 

Hill. Why really, Couſin, I don't fay poſitively you 
love Mr. Vor thy, but, I vow,this looks very like Icalouſy. 

Nar. Piſh ! Lord! Hillaria, you are in a very odd 
Humour to-day. But to let you ſee I have no ſuch 
weak Thoughts about me, I'll wait as unconcern'd as 


your felt : (VI rattle him.) [| 4/ede.. . 
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The Fool in Faſhion. 
Am. Not anpieaing, ſay you? Pray, Sir, unfold your 


ſelf, for I have long deſpair'd of welcome News. 
Z. Wor. Then, in a word, Madam, your Huſband, Mr. 
Loveleſs, is in Town, and has been theſe three Days; I 


parted with him an hour ago. 


Am. In Town you amaze me ! for Heav'ns ſake go on. 
Y. Wir. Faith, Madam, conſidering Italy, and thoſe 
Parts have furniſhed him with nothing but an Improve- 
ment of that Lewdneſs he carry'd over, I can't proper- 
ly give you Joy of his Arrival: Beſides, he is fo very 
poor, that you wou'd take him for an Inhabitant of that 
And when I confirm'd your being dead, he 
only ſhook his head, and call'd you good-natur*d Fool, 
or to that effect; nay, tho? I told him his Unkindneſs 
broke your Heart. | | 5 
An. Barbarous Man! not ſhed a Tear upon my 
Grave? But why did you tell him I was dead? 
Y. Wor. Becauſe, Madam, I thought you had no mind 
to have your Houſe plunder'd ; and for another Reaſon, 


which if you dare liſten to me, perhaps you'll not dil- 


like: In a word, tis ſuch a Stratagem, that will either 
make him aſham'd of his Folly, or in love with your 
THe. „ | 5 
Am. Can there be a Hope, when e'en my Death 
cou'd not move him to a relenting Sigh ? Vet, pray in- 
ſtrut me, Sir. N . | 
F. Wer. You know, Madam, *twas not above four or 

five Months after you were marry'd, but (as moſt young 
Huſbands do) he grew weary of you: Now, I am 
confident, *twas more an Affectation of being fſaſhion- . 
ably Vicious, than any reaſonable diſlike he cou'd either 
find in your Mind or Perſon: Therefore, cou'd you, 
by ſome Artifice, paſs upon him as a new Miſtreſs, Iam 
apt to believe you wou'd find none of the wonted Cold- 
neis in his Love, but a younger Heat and ſierce Deſire. 
Am. Suppoſe this done: what would be the Conſe- 
quence? _ 3 

T. Wor. Oh, your having then a juſt Occaſion to re- 
proach him with his broken Vows, and to let him ſee 


the weaknels of his deluded Fancy, which &en in a 


Wife, while unknown, cou'd find thoſe real Charms, 
which his blind, eee Lewdneſs would ne'er al- 
25 . ow 
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22 Love's Laſt Shift ; or, 

low her to be Miſtreſs of, Aſter this, I'd have you ſeem 
freely to refign him to thoſe fancy'd Raptures, which 
he deny'd were in a Virtuous Woman: Who knows 


but this, with a little ſubmiſſive Eloquence, may ſtrike 
him with ſo great a Senſe of Shame, as may reform his 


Thoughts, and fix him yours? 
Am. You have reviv'd me, Sir: But how can I aſ- 


ſure myſelfhe'll like me as a Miftreſs ? | 


J. Mor. From your being a new one Leave the 
Management of all to me; I have a trick ſhall draw 
him to your Bed ; and when he's there, faith, een let 
him cuckold himſelf : I'll engage he likes you as a Mi- 
ſtreſs, though he cou'd not as a Wife. At leaſt, ſhe'll. 
have the Pleaſure of knowing the Difference between 
a Huſband and a Lover, without the Scandal of the 
former. . . [ſpe. 

Am. You have oblig'd me, Sir; if I ſucceed, the 
Glory ſhall be yours. TE 

T. Wor. I'll wait on you at your Lodging, and con- 
ſuit how I may be farther ſerviceable to you: But you 
mult put this in ſpeedy execution, leſt he ſhould hear. of 
you, and prevent your Deſign ; in the mean time, tis 


a Secret to all the World but yourſelf and me. | 


- Am." il fudy to be grateful, Sir. 
Y. Wor. Now for you, Madam. [To Hillaria. 
Nar. So! I am to be laſt ſerv'd : Very well! ¶Aſide. 
J. Wor. My Brother, Madam, confeſſes he ſcatter'd 
ſome rough Words laſt Night; and I take the liberty 


to tell you, you gave him ſome Provocation. 


Hil. That may be; but I'm reſolv'd to be Miſtreſs of 
my Actions before Marriage, and no Man ſhall uſurp a 
Power over me, till I give it him. = 


J. Wor. At leaſt, Madam, conſider what he ſaid, as 


the Effects of an impatient Paſſion; and give him leave, 
this Afternoon, to ſet all right agen. 


Hil. Well, if I don't find myſelf out of order after 


Dinner, prehaps I may ſtep into the Garden: But I 


won't promiſe you neither. 


F. Nor. ] dare believe you without it. — Now, Ma- 


dam, I am your humble Servant. „„ 


Nar. And every body's humble Servant. [Walks off. 
7. Hor. Why, Madam, Iam come to tell you.— 


Nar. 


W: 


The Fool in Faſbivn. 

Nar. What Succeſs you had with that Lady, I ſup- 
poſe :—1I don't mind Intrigues, Sir. 55 
Y. for. I like this Jealouſy, however, tho' I ſcarce 
know how to appeaſe it. *Ts Buſineſs of Moment, 


Madam, and may be done in a Moment. 


Nar. Yours is done with me, Sir ; but my Buſineſs 
is not ſo ſoon done as you imagine. | 

Y. Wor. In a word, I have very near reconcil'd my 
Brother and your Couſin, and I don't doubt but to- 
morrow will be the Day; if I were but as well aſſur'd 


of your Conſent for my Happineſs too! 


 Nar. Firſt tell me your Diſcourſe with that Lady; 
and afterwards, if you can, look me in the Face.-Oh, 
are you ſtudying, Sir ? 


V. Wor. *Sdeath! I muſt not truſt her with it ; ſhe'll 
tell it the whole Town for a Secret. —Pox ! ne'er a Lye. 


Nuar. You {aid it was of the greateit Conſequence too. 


Y. Wor. A good Hint, faith. [ Aſide.] Why, Ma- 


dam, fince you will needs force it from me, 'twas to 
defire her to advance my Intereſt with you: But all 


my Intreaties could not prevail; for ſhe told me, I 
was unworthy of you: was not this of Conſequence, 
Madam ? | FF . 

Nar. Nay, now I muſt believe you, Mr. Worthy, 
and I aſk your Pardon; for ſhe was juſt railing againſt 
you fora Huſband before you came. 


Y. Wor. Oh! Madam, a favour'd Lover, like a good 


Poem, for the Malice of ſome few, makes the gene 
rous Temper more admire it. PE 
Nar. Nay, what ſhe ſaid, I muſt confeſs, had much 


the ſame effect, as the Coffee-Criticks ridiculing Prince 


Arthur; for I found a pleaſing Diſappointment in my 
reading you; and 'till I ſee your Beauties equall'd, I 
ſhan't diſlike you for a few Faults. NE 

T. Wor. Then, ſince you have bleſt me with your 
good Opinion, let me beg of you, before theſe Ladies. 
to compleat my Happineſs to-morrow, Let this be the 
laſt Night of your lying alone. 255 

Nar. What d'ye mean? 

. Wor. To marry you to-morrow, Madam. | 

Mar. Marry me! Who put that in your Head? 


T. Wer, 
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24 Love's Laſt Shift; or, 

F. Wor. Some ſmall Encouragement which my Hopes 
have form'd, Madam. | 

Nar. Hopes! Oh, Inſolence ! D'ye think TI can be 
mov'd to love a Man, to kiſs, and toy with him, and 
ſo forth! 

Y. Wor. Pgad, I find nothing but downright Impu- 
dence will do with her. {4fd?s.} No, Madam, tis 
the Man muſt kiſs, and toy with you, and fo forth! 
Come, my dear Angel, pronounce the joyful Word, 
and draw the Scene of. my eternal Happinels. Ah! me- 
thinks Pm there already, eager and impatient of ap- 
proaching Bliſs! Juſt laid within the Bridal Bed; our 
Friends retir'd; the Curtains cloſe drawn around us; 
no light but Cælia's Eyes; no Noiſe but her ſoſt trem- 
bling Words, and broken Sighs, that plead in vain for 


Mercy. And now a trickling Tear ſteals down her 


glowing Cheek, which tells the happy Lover at length 

the yields; yet vows {he'd rather die. But ſtill ſubmits 

to the unexperienc'd Joy. _ [Embracing her. 
Hil. What Raptures, Mr. Worthy? 

F. Wor. Only the Force of Love in imagination, 

Mala VVV 1 8 
 Nar. O Lord! dear Couſin! and Madam! let's be 

8 I vow he grows rude! Oh, for Heav'ns ſake ! 1 


an't ſhake off my fright theſe ten Days: O Lord! I 


will not ſtay— Be gone ! for I declare I loath the ſight 
of you. 4 1 | [ Ext. 
F. Vor. I hope you'll fland my Friend, Madam. 
_ Hil. Vil get her into the Garden after Dinner. | Eæeunt. 
T. Wor. I ſind there's nothing to be done with my 
Lady before Company; *tis a ſtrange affected Piece! — 
But there's no fault in her 1000 J. a Year, and that's 
the Loadſtone that attracts my Heart. The Wie 
and Grave may tell us of ſtrange Chimæra's called Vir- 
tues in a Woman, and that they alone are the beſt Dow- 
ry; but, faith, we younger Brothers are of another 
Mind. | | | 1 
Women are chang d from what they were of olds _ : 


Therefore let Lovers fill this Maxim hold, 
She's only Worth, that brings her Weight in Gold. 


Exit. 
A 
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Toe SCENE a Garden belonging to Sir 
William Wiſewoud's Houſe. 


Enter Narciſla, Hillaria, and Sir Novelty Faſhion. 


Hil. H] for Heav'n's fake! no more of this Gal- | 
lantry, Sir Novelty: For I know you lay the 
ſame to every Woman you lee. 

Sir New. Every one that fees you, Madam, muſt fay 
the ſame. Your Beauty, like the Rack, forces rey 
Beholder to confeſs his Crime—of daring to adore you. 

Nar. Oh! I ha'n't Patience to hear all this! If he 
be blind, PII open his Eyes.——i,yyow, 8 Sir Nowelty, you 
Men of Amour are ſtrange Creatures: You think no 
Woman worth your while, unleſs you walk over a Ri- 
vaPs ruin to her Heart: IJ know nothing has encoura- 
ged your Paſſion to my Coußin more, than her En- 
gagement to Mr. J/orthy. 

Hil. Poor Creature, now is ſhe angry ſhe ha'n't the 
Addreſs of a F ap I nauſcate. Aide. 

Sir Now. Oh! Madam, as to that, I hope the Lady 
will eaſily diſtinguiſh the Sincerity of her Adorers. 'Tho? 
I muſt allow, Mr. Warthy 1 15 infinitely the Handſomer 
Perſon ! 

Mar. Ol he, Sir Novelty, make not ſuch a prepoſte- 
rous S0 3 

Sir New. Oh! Ged ! Madam, there is no Compariſon! 

Mar. Pardon me, Sir! he's an unpolifſh'd Animal! _ 

Sir Nev. Why does your Ladyſhip really think me 
tolerable? _ 

Hil. So! ſhe has ſnapt his Heart already. LAſide. 
Sir Now. Pray, Madam, how do I look to-day 
What, curſedly ? Vil warrant; with a more helliſh Com- 

lexion than a ale Actreis in a Morning.— I don't 
now, Madam: ——Tis trae—the T own does talk. 
of me, indeed; but the Dev'l take me, in my 


mind, I am a very ugly Fellow! 


Nar. Now you are too ſevere, Six Novelty! 


Sir 
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748 Love's Laſt Shift; or, 


But how if it ſhould not take? | 


Betters have left them off, 


Sir Now. Not I, burn me:—For Heav'n's fake deal 
freely with me, Madam; and if you can, tell me 
one tolerable thing about me? 
Hi. Twou'd poſe me, I'm ſure. [ Aide. 
Nar. Oh! Sir Novelty, this is unanſwerable; tis 
hard to know the brighteſt part of a Diamond. 

Sir Now. Yow'll make me bluſh, ſtop my Vitals, Ma- 
dam.—-Þ'gad, I always ſaid ſhe was a Woman of Senſe. 
Strike me dumb, I am in love with her. PU try 
her farther. [.4&4e.] But, Madam, is it poſſible I may 
vie with Mr. Worthy ?——Not that he is any Rival of 
mine, Madam; for I can aſſure you, my Inclinations 


lie where, perhaps, your Ladythip little thinks. 


Hil. So! now I amrid of him. 

Sir Now. But pray tell me, Madam; for I really love 
a ſevere Critick: I am ſure you muſt believe he has a 
more happy Genius in Dreſs: For my part, I am but a 
Sloven. | . 1 

Nar. He a Genius! unſufferable! Why, he dreſſes 


worſe than a Captain of the Militia: but you, Sir No- 


evelty, are a True Original, the very Pink of Faſhion; 

Pl warrant you there's not a Milliner in Town but has 

got an Eſtate by you. 5 8 
Sir Now: I muſt confeſs, Madam, I am for doing 


good to my Country: For you ſee this Suit, Madam.— 


I ſuppoie you are not ignorant what a hard time the 
Ribband-Weavers have had ſince the late Mourning : 


Now my Deſign is to ſet the poor Rogues up again, 
by recommending this ſort of Trimming: The Fancy 
is pretty well for ſecond Mourning. 


By the way, 
Madam, I had fifteen hundred Guineas laid in my 
Hand, as a Gratuity, to encourage it: But, i'gad, I re- 
fus'd 'em, being too well acquainted with the Conſe- 
quence of taking a Bribe in a National Concern! _ 

Hil. A very charitable Faſhion, indeed, Sir Nowelty / 

Nar. Ridiculous! Take! I warrant you in a Week 
the whole Town will have it; tho', perhaps, Mr. Wor- 


thy will be one of the laſt of em: He's a meer Valet 


de Chambre to all Faſhion; and never is in any till his 


Sir” 


„„ ern eee n 


e 


Sir Nov. Nay, Ged, now I muſt laugh; for the Dev'l 
take me, if J did not meet him, not above a Fortnight 
ago, in a Coat with Buttons no bigger than Nutmegs. 

Hil. There, I muſt confeſs, you out-do him, Sir Nowelty. 

Sir Now. Oh, Dear Madam, why mine are not above 
three Inches diameter. 

Hil. But, methinks, Sir Novelty, your Sleeve is a 
little too extravagant. 

Sir Nov. Nay, Madam, there you wrong me; mine 
does but juſt reach my Knuckles, but my Lord Over- 
do's covers his Diamond Ring. 

Hil. Nay, I confeſs, the Faſhion may be very uſeful 
to you Gentlemen that make Campaigns; for ſhou'd 
you unfortunately loſe an Arm, or ſo, that Sleeve might 
be very convenient to hide the Defect on't. 

Sir Nov. Ha! I think your Ladyſhip's in the right 
on't, Madam. [Hiding his Hand in his Sleeve. 

Nar. Oh! ſuch an Air! ſo becoming a Negligence! 
Upon my Soul, Sir Nowelty, you 11 be the Envy of the 
Beau Monde. 

Hil. Mr. Worthy ! A good Fancy were thrown away up- 


on him! But you, Sir, are an Ornament to your Clothes. 
Sir Now. Then your Ladyſhip really thinks they are 


Bien Entendue ! 


Hil. A Merweal, Monſieur. 


Sir Now. She has almoſt as much Wit as her 'e ID | 
I muit conteis, Madam, this Coat has had a 
_ univerſal Approbation; for this Morning I had all the 


fin. 


eminent Taylors about Town at my Levee, earneſtly 
petitioning for the firſt Meaſure of it: Now, Madam. 


if you thought it would oblige Mr. Vortby, I wou'd lei 
his Taylor have it before any of em. 


Mar. See here he comes, and the Duce take me, I 


think *twou'd be a great Piece of Good-Nature ; for 1 


declare he looks as rough as a Dutch Corporal 
Prithee, Sir Novelty, let's laugh at him! 


Sir Nov. O Ged! No, Madam, that were too 1 | 


Why, you know he can't help it.—Let's take no no- 


tice of him. 
[464 FA 


Hil. Wretched Coxcomb ! 
Enter Elder Worthy. 
E. Wor. 1 find my Reſolution is but vain, my Feet 
"have 
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28 Love's Laſt Shift ; or, 
have brought me hither againſt my Will: But ſure Ican 
command my Tongue, which III bite off cer it ſhall 
ſeek a Reconciliation. Still ſo familiar there! But 'tis 
no matter, Fil try if I can wear Indifference, and ſeem 
as careleſs in my Love, as ſhe is of her Honour, which 
ſhe can never truly know the worth of, while ſhe per- 
fiſts to let a Fool thus play with it. . your 
humble Servant. 

Hil. Now can't I forbear Setting his Belen a little. 


LAide.] Oh! Mr. Worthy, we are admiring Sir Nowel- 
ty, and his new Suit: Did you ever ſee fo ſweet a F an- 


cy? He 1s as full of Variety as a good Play. 
El. Wor. He's a very pleafant e indeed, Ma- 
dam: and dreſt with a great deal of good Satyr, and, 


no doubt, may oblige both the Stage and the Town, 


eſpecially the Ladies. 
Fil. So! There's for mex [ Ade. 
Sir Now. O Ged! Nay, prithee, Tis om, you know my 
Humour. —Ladies! Stop my Vitals! I don't believe 
there are five hundred in Town that ever took any no- 
tice of mm. 


EI. Por. Oh, Sir, chere are ſome that its ſo much 1 no- 


tice of you, that the Town takes notice of them for't. 
Hil. It works rarely. [ Aſide. 
Sir Nov, How, of them, Tom, upon my Account? 
O Ged, I wou'd not be the ruin of any Lady's Repu- 


tation, for the World. Stop my Vitals! Pm very ſorry 


for't: Prithee, name but one that has a favourable 
1 of me; and to convince you that I have no 
n upon her, Pl int viſit her 1 in an unpow- 
TEE Periwig. 
El. Wor. 0} ſhe I mean, is a Woman of Senſe too. 


Sir Now. Phoo! Prithee, Pox, don't banter me ! "TW 


impoſſible! What can ſhe fee in me ? 


El. Wor. Oh, a thouſand taking Qualities ! This La- 


—Come, PH introduce you. 


dy will inform you. 
[Pulls him. 


Sir New. O Ged, no! Prithee !— Hark you in your 


Far! I am off of her ! Demme, if 1 ben e! 1 am, 
Rop my Vitals ! 

El. Wor. Wretched Rogue ! [.4, TY Pſhaw ! no mat- 
ter; PII reconcile you. Come, Madam. 


Hil. Sir! 1 I . 
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mean Parts, i can aſſure you. 


a very good Periwig. 


Te Fool in Faſhion. 2 9 


” FZ/.r. This Gentleman e begs to kiſs your 
Hand. 
I Hil. He needs not your R X Sir. 
EI. Wor. True! a Fool recommends himſelf to your 
Sex, and that's the reaſon Men of common Senſe live 
3 1 
3 Hil. A Fool without Teatouly, is better than a Wit 
with Ill Nature. 
| 9 El. Wor. A F 'riendly Oe, ſeeing) your Fault is Ill Na- 
ture. 
e Believing more than we have, is pitiful.— Vou 
know I hate this Wretch, loath, and ſcorn him. | 
El. Wir. Fools have a ſecret Art of pleaſing Women: 
If he did not delight you, you wou'd not hazard your 
Reputation by encouraging his Love. 
Hil. Dares he wrong my Reputation ? 
El. Wor. He need not; the World will do it for him, . 
while you keep him Company. _ 
Hil. I dare anſwer it to the World. 
EI. Wor. Then why not to me? 
Hil. To fatisfy you, were a Fondneſs I never ſhould 
forgive myſelf. | 
El. Wor. To perſiſt in it, is wn Pl ne'er forgive. 
Hil. Inſolence! Is it come to this? Never ſee me more. 
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„El. Wor. J have loft the ſight of you already ; there 


hangs a cloud of Folly between you and the Woman I. 
once thought you. 
As Hillaria is going off, enter Young Worthy. 
v. Wor. What to our ſelves in Paſſion we propoſe 3 
The Paſſion ceaſing, does the Purpoſe loſe. 

Madam, therefore, pray Jet me engage you to ſtay a lit- 
tle *till your Reſentment is over, that you may ſee whe-. 
ther you have reaſon to be angry, or no. 

Sir Nov. (to Nar.) Pray, Madam, who is that Gen- 
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tleman? 


Nar. Mr. Worthy's Brother, Sir, a Gentleman of no 


Sir Now. I don't doubt it, Madam : —He "4 


Hil. To be jealous of me with a Fool, is an n Aﬀeont 
to my Underſtanding. 

Y. Wor. Tamely to reſign your Reputation to tha mer- 
cileſs Vanity of a F ool, were no proof of his Love. 


* LovE's Laſt Shift ; or, 
„ 3 e my Conduct. 
7. 2 Why, you let him kiſs your Hand laſt Nigh 
before his Face. 
Hil. The Fool diverted me, and I gave him my Hand, 
as I would lend myMoney, Fan,or Handkerchief to a be | | 4 
gerdemain, that I might ſee him play all his Tricks over. | 3 
J. Wor. O Madam ! no Jugler is fo deceitful as a Fop; 
for while you look his Folly in the Face, he ſteals away 7 
your Reputation with more eaſe than the other picks * 
your Pocket. 
Hil. Some Fools indeed are dangerous | * 
Z. Wor. I grant you, your Deſign is only to laugh at 
him; but that's more than he finds out: Therefore you 
muſt expect he will tell the World another Story; and 
tis ten to one but the Conſequence makes you repent of 
your Curioſity. * 
| Hil. You ſpeak like an Oracle : 1 tremble at the Kh 
3 Thoughts on't. 5 
J. Mor. Here's one ſhall reconcile your Fears: 
Brother, I have done your Buſineſs : Hillaria is con- 
vinc'd of her Indiſcretion, and has a Pardon ready, for 
your aſking it. > 
E. Mor. She's the Criminal; I have no occaſion for it. 
T. Wor. See, ſhe comes toward vou: give her a civil 
$ Word at leaſt. Fl 
) Hi. Mr. Worthy, I'll not be behind hama inthe Ar. 1 
[ knowledgement I owe you : I freely confeſs my F olly, "1 
q and forgive your harſh Conſtruction of it: Nay, I'll not 
[ | condemn your want of Good- Nature, in not endeavour- 4 
2 ing, (as your Brother has done) by mild ATR to 
4 _ convince me of my Error. 3 
BZ El. Mor. Now you vanquiſh me! I bluſh to be out- 1 
done in generous Love! I am your Slave, diſpoſe of me & 
as you pleaſe. 
Hil. No more; From this Hour be you the Maſter of 
my Actions, and my Heart. 8 
E. Wor. This Goodneſs gives you the Power, andi 1 
obey with Pleaſure. 
T. Wor. So! I find I ha'n't preach'd to no purpole. 38 
Well, Madam, if you find him guilty of Love, een let 7& 
to-morrow be his Execution-Day ; make a Huſband of 7X 
him, and there' s the extent of Love's Law. 0 8 ow 


The Fool in Faſbion. 31 
E!. Wor. Brother, Iam indebted to you. | 
at . Wor. Well, Pl give you a Diſchar ge, if you'll düt | | 


leave me half an hour in private with that Lady. 
15 7 Hil. How will you ge: rid of Sir Nowelty ? 
>. 4 Y. Wor. Tll warrant you; leave him to me. 
J 3 Hil. Come, Mr. Morthy, as we walk, PI inform you 


; how I intend to ſacrifice that Wretch to your Laughter. 


) 3 
y El. Wor. Not, Madam, that I want Revenge on ſo 
s contemptible a Creature: But, I think, you owe this Ju- 


ſtice to your ſelf, to let him ſee (if poſſible) you never 
took him for any other than what he 18 is. 
at Y. Wor. Well! Pox of your Politicks : Prithee con- 
ſult of 'em within. | 
5 Hill We'll obey you, Sir. — 
[Exeunt Elder Worthy and / Hillari la. 
T. Wor. Pray, Madam, give me leave to beg a Word 
he in private with you. Sir, it you pleaſe. 
=—_ I o Sir Novelty, who ts _— Snuff. 
— Sir Nov. Ay, Sir, with all my Heart. ; 
n- 7 T. Wor. Sir. 
for Sir Now. Nay,” tisright, Pllaſſure you. [Offering F277 
I. Wer. Ay, Sir;—but now the Lady wou'd be e 
it. 2 Sir Now. Sir! 
vil 1 J. Wor. The Lady wou'd be one: Sir. 
B o 0 v. I don't hear her ſay any ſuch thing. 
\ c- J 7 or. Then I tell you fo, and I wou'd adviſe you 
ly, þ to bios me. | 
Sir Nov. I ſhall not take your Advice, Sir: but it 
ou really think the Lady wou'd be alone, Why 
zou had beſt leave her. 
. Hor. In ſhort, Sir, your Company is very unſea- 
ut- Jonable at preſent, 
Sir Now: I can tell you, Sir, if you have no more Wit 
than Manners, the Lady will be but ſcurvily entertain'd. 
Near. Oh, he, Gentlemen; noquarrelling before a Wo- 
wan, I beſeech you. Pray let me know the Buſineſs? 
al 1 Sir Now. My Buſineſs is Love, Madam. 
Nar. And yours, Sir! | 
oſe. Y. Wor. What, I hope, you are no Stranger to, Ma = 
let 4 am ? As for that Spark, you need take no care of him; 
1 of | ay he 1 much longer, I will do his Buſineſs my 


32 Love's Laſt Shift ; or, 
Nar. Well, I vow, Love's a pleaſant thing, when the 
Men come to cutting of Throats once. O Gad! I'd 
fain have them fight a little. —Methinks, Narciſſa wud 
ſound ſo great in an expiring Lover's mofith—— Well, 
I am refolved Sir Novelty ſhall not go yet; for 1 will | , 
have the pleaſure of hearing my ſelf prais'd a little, tho l 
don't marry this Month for't Come, Gentlemen, | f | 
ſince you both ſay Love's your Buſineſs, e' en plead for | fy 
yourſelves ; and he that ſpeaks the greateſt Paſſion, ſhall Þ 
have the faireſt Return. * 
V. Wor. Oh, the Dev'l! now is ſhe wrapt with the f 
hopes of a little F lattery : There's no Remedy but Pa- 
tience. *Sdeath ! What a Piece have I to work upon? 
Nar. Come, Gentlemen, one at a time. Sir No velg, x 
what have you to ſay me? o 
Sir Now. In the firſt place, NI adam, I was the firſt per- 9 
| ſon in Exgland that was complimented with the Name 
I" of Beau, which is a Title I prefer before Right Ho. 
El nourable : For that may be inherited; but this I extort- A 
| ed from the whole Nation, by my ſurpriſing Mien, and 3 
18 _ unexampled Gallantry. > 
5 Mar. So, Sir! 15 
8 | Sir Now. Then another thing, Madam: It has been 
| obſerved, that I have been eminent!) ſucceſsful in tho 
| Faſhions I have recommended to the Town; and I don“ x 
. queſtion but this very Suit will raiſe as many Ribband- 
WO Weavers, as ever the clipping or melting Trade dia, 1 
Y Goldſmiths. _ 4 
== Nuar. Piſh! What does the Fool mean! he ſays. no 
\ thing of me 3 4 
= Sir Now. In ſhort, Madam, the Cravat-ftrivg, the Garl 4 
bl cer, the Sword. knot, the Centurine, Bardaſh, the Stein“ 6 
| ; kirk, the large Button, the long Sleeve, the Plume, anc 7 
= full Peruque, were all created, cry'd down, or revive. 1 
. by me: In a word, Madam, chere has never been a 
. thing particularly taking or agreeable for theſe ten Yearl $ 
| 
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paſt, but your humble Servant was the Auther of it. 

Z. Wor. Where the Devil will this end? 3 
Nar. This is all extravagant, Sir Novelty : But 11 Yo 
dare you to ſay to me, Sir? 5 
wb + Sir Nov. I'll come to you preſently, Madam, I bart 
juſt done? Then you muſt know, my Coath and Equil 0 
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he page are as well known as my felt; and ſince the Conve- 
d niency of two Play-houſes, I have a better Opportunity 
1'd BE of ſhewing them: For between every AQ——Whiſk—T | 
i, am gone from one to th' other: Oh! what Pleaſure tis, at 
vill BZ a good Play, to go out before half an Acts done! 
ho MNar. Why ata good Play ? 

en, Sir Now. O! Madam, it looks particular, and gives the | 
tor whole Audience an Opportunity of turning upon me at. 
all once: Then do they conclude I have ſome extraordinary 

* Buſineſs, or a fine Woman to go to at leaſt: And thena- 
gain, it ſhews my Contempt ot what the dull Town think 
their chiefeſt Diverſion: But if I do ſtay a Play out, I al- 
ways ſit with my Back to the Stage. 

Nar. Why, io Sir? 

Sir Now. Then every body will imagine J have been tir d 
with it beſore; or that J am jealous Who talks to Who in 
the King's Box. And thus, Madam, do I take more pains 
to preſerve a publick Reputation, than ever any Lady 
took, after the Small- Pox, to recover her Complexion. 

Nar. Well, but to the Point: What have you to ſay 
to me, Sir Newelty ? | 
J. Wer. Now does ſhe expect ſome Compliment ſhall 
out- flatter her Glaſs. | 
oF Sir Nav. To you, Ne OY, I have been fay- 

8 ing all this to you. 

Aar. To what End, Sir? 

Sir Now. Why, all this I have done for your ſake. 
Nan. What Kindneſs is it to me ? 

Sir Nov. Why, Madam, don't you think it more Glory 
to be beloved by one eminently particular Perſon, whom 
all the Town knows and talks of; than to be ador'd by 
ine five hundred dull Souls that have lived incognito ? 

Mar. That, I mutt contefs, is a prevailing Argument; ; 
jvec but fill you ha'n't told me, why you love me. 

JT. Wor. That's a Taſk, he has left for me, Madam. 
Sir Nov. Tis a Province I never undertake, I muſt 
confeſs; I think tis ſufficient, if I tell a Lady why ſhe 
2 ſhou'd love me. 

BB MNarx. Hang him ! he's too conccited ; he's fo in love. 
+ 5 with himſelf, he won't allow a Woman the bare Comfort 
hang of a cold Compliment. Well, Mr. Worthy. 
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i= 34 Love's Laſt Shift ; or, 
; V. Por. Why, Madam, have obſerved ſeveral particu- 
1 lar Qualities in your Ladyſhip, that I have perfectly ador'd 
you for; as, the majeſtick Toſs of your) 
ead ;—your obliging bow-Court'ſy ;— 1 | 
Four fatyrical Smile ;-——your bluſhing | hat he 
' Laugh ;—your demure Look; — the care- ( ſpeaks, foe 
leſs Tie of your Hood ;—the genteel Flirt { imitates in 
of your Fan ;—the deſign'd Accident in | dumb ſpeab. 
i | - your letting fall, and your agrecable manner . | 
[ of receiving it from him that takes it up. 8. 
b | '$ [ They both offer to take up her Fan; and in firs iving, . 
Y. Worthy puſhes Sir Novelty on his Back. © 
Sir Now. ( adjuſting himſelf. ) 1 hope your Ladyſhip 
will excuſe my Ditorder, Madam. ——how now ! 
13 | Enter a Footman to Sir Novelty. . 
mW. Foot. Oh, Sir! Mrs. Flareit 
. Sir Now. Ha! ſpeak lower: What of her? 
Foot. By ſome unlucky Accident has diſcover'd your 
1 being here, and raves like a mad Woman: She's at your 
I qdging, Sir, and had broke you above forty Pounds worth 
of China before I came away; ſhe talk d of following you 
hither ; and if you don't make haſte, I'm afraid will be t 
here, before > you can get through the Houle, Sir. 3 
Sir Now. This Woman's certainly the Devil; her Jea- 
louſy is inen de I muſt get rid of her, tho' I give her 
more for a ſeparate Maintenance, than her Conſcience de- 
manded for a Settlement before Enjoyment. See the 
Coach ready; and if you meet her, beſure you ſtop her 
9.7 with ſome pretended Buſineſs, till I'm got away from 
23 hence. — Madam, I aſk your Ladyſhip ten thouſand 
"my Pardons : there's a Perſon of Quality expects me at my 
. Lodging, upon extraordinary Buſineſs. 
£ Nar. What will you leave us, Sir Novelty ? 
=. Sir Nov. As unwillingly as the Soul the Body ; ; but this 
* | is an irreſiſtable Occaſion Madam, your moſt devoted 
NR Slave.— Sir, your moſt humble Servant. —Madam, 1 
| Kiſs your Hand.—O Ged, no farther, « dear Sir, upon my 
3 Soul I won't t fir if you do.— > : 
| KF Wer PF him to the Dar 
[Exit Sir Nov. 
Y. Hor. N. ay then, sir, your humble Servant. So 
this was a lucky Deliverance. 1 
| ar. 
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Nar. I overheard the Buſineſs. —You ſee, Mr. Worthy, 
a Man mult be a Slave to a Miſtreſs ſometimes, as well as a 
Wife; yet all can't perſuade your Sex to a favourable Opi- 
nion of poor Marriage. 

Y. Mor. I long, Madam, for an Opportunity to convince 
you of your Error; and therefore give me leave to hope 
to-morrow you will tree me from the pain of farther Ex- 
pectation, and make a Huſband of me.—Come, I'll ſpare 
your Bluſhes, and believe I have , nam'd the Day. 
VNoar. Had not we better conſider a litile? | 
* YT. Mor. No, let's avoid Conſideration, tis an Enemy 
both to Love and Courage: They that conſider much, live 


3 to be old Batcheldors, and young Fighters. No! no! we 
| ſhall have time enough to conſider atter Marriage. — But 
why are you ſo ſerious, Madam? 
Nar. Not but I do conlent to-morrow ſhall be the Day, 
Mr. Worthy; but I'm afraid you have not lov'd me lon 
r enough to make our Marriage be the Town-talk: For 
tis the Faſhion now to be the Town-talk ; and you know, 
h one had as good be out of the World, as out of the Faſhion. 
m © YT. Mor. I don't know, Madam, what you call Town- 
de talk; but it has been in the News-Letters above a Fort- 
1 night ago, that we were already married. Beſide, the laſt 
a- Song J made of you, has been ſung at the Mulick-Meet- 
er ing: and you may imagine, Madam, I took. no little care 
e- to let the Ladies and the Beaux know who 'twas made on. 
he Var. Well, and what faid the Ladies? 
der YT. Mor. What was molt obſervable, Madam, was, that 
Om while it was ſinging, my Lady Manlove went out in a 
nd great Paſſion. 
my p Nar. Poor jealous Animal! On my Conſcience, that cha- 
ritable Creature has ſuch a Fund of kind Compliance for 
all young Fellows, whoſe Love lies dead upon their Hands, 
this that ſhe has beenas great a Hindrance to us virtuous Wo- 
ted men. as ever the Bank of England was to the City Gold- 
1, I : ſmiths. 
my 8 7.//2. The Readon of that, 1s, * adam, becauſe your | 
Virtuous Ladies pay no Intereſt : I muſt confeſs the Prin- 
oor. FS our Health, is a little ſecurer with you. 
\ OV. ; . Var. Well ; and is not that an Advantage worth en- 
0: Ping into Bonds for? not but I vow, we virtuous Devils 
„ do love to inſult a little; and to lay truth, it looks too 
ar 1 


credulous 


* 


Bleſſing, and ſo palm'd it upon the unthinking Laity. 


fed ot the Farticulars: Your Huſband is return'd, and, 18 wi 
hear, knows nothing of your being alive: Young Worti. 
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credulous and eaſy in a Woman, to encourage a Man be- 
fore he has ſigh'd himſelf to a Skeleton. „„ 

Y. Mor. But Heaven be thank'd, we are pretty even 


with you in the end; for the longer you hold us off be- 


fore Marriage, the ſooner we fall off after it. 
Nar. What, then you take Marriage to be a kind of 

Jeſuit's Powder, that infallibly cures the Fever of Love? 
J. Mor. Tis indeed a Jeſuit's Powder, for the Prieſts firſt 


invented it; and only abſtained from it, becauſe they knew 


it had a bitter Taſte; then gilded it over with a pretended 3 


Nar. Prithee don't ſcrew your Wit beyond the com- 
paſs of good Manners.—D'ye ye think I ſhall be tun'd to 
Matrimony by your railing againſt it? If you have ſo lit- # 


tle Stomach to it, Pl e'en make you faſt a Week longer. 2 | 
J. Wor. Ay, but let me tell you, Madam, tis no Policy ©: 

to keep a Lover at a thin Diet, in hopes to raiſe his Ap- 7 : 

petite on the Wedding-Night ; for then = 

Mae come like ſtarwing Beggars to a Feaſt, - 

Where, unconfin d, we feed with eager haſte, 

Till each repeated Morel palls the Tafte. F 

Marriage gives Prodigals a boundleſs Treaſure, | 2 

Who ſquander that, which might be lafling Pleaſure; n 

And Women think they ner have Over-meaſure. un 

5 = It 

e , 

2e SCENE Sir William Wiſewoud's Houſe. ® 

Enter Amanda and Hillaria, meeting. E 5 


Am. Y Dear, I l ave news for you. 


| Hil. 1 gueisat it, and fain wou'd be fatic- 


2 


*Y0 

has told me of your Deſign upon him. | 4 

Am. Tis that I wanted your Advice in: What think to 

you of it? . DD A his 
Hil. O! I admire it: Next to forgetting your Huſband, 

tis the beſt Counſel was ever given you; for under the an 

. 2 Diſguiſe, 
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Diſguiſe of a Miſtreſs, you may now take a fair Advan- 
tage of indulging your Love; and the little Experience 


n you have had of it already, has been juſt enough not to 
- let you be afraid of a Man. | 

| Am. Will you never leave your mad Humour? 
of © Hz. Not till my Youth leaves me: why ſhould Wo- 
tamen affect ignorance among themſelves? When we con- 
{| | verſe with Men, indeed, Modeſty and good Breeding ob- 
w lige us not to underſtand what, ſometimes, we can't help 


ed thinking of. ; | 
Am. Nay, I don't think the worſe of you for what 
m- you ſay: For tis obſerv'd, that a bragging Lover, and 
to an over-ſhy Lady, are the fartheſt from what they would 
it- EZ ſeem; the one is as ſeldom known to receive a Favour, 
er. as the other to reſiſt an Opportunity. pn 
icy | Hil. Moſt Women have a wrong Senſe of Modeſty, as 
\p- ſome Men of Courage; if you don't fight with all you 
meet, or run from all you ſee, you are preſently thought 
a Coward, or an ill Woman. EE 0 
Am. You ſay true; and 'tis as hard a matter, now-a- 
days, for a Woman to know how to converſe with Men, 
as for a Man to know when to draw his Sword: For ma- 
ny times both Sexes are apt to over-act their Parts. To 
me the Rules of Virtue have been ever ſacred; and I am 
loth to break em by an unadviſed Undertaking: There- 


8 D 1 
TE 


fore, dear Hillaria, help me, for I am at a loſs.— Can 
I juſtify, think you, my intended Deſign upon my Huſ- 
band ? 55 
= Hil. As how, prithee ? | N 
Anm. Why, if I court and conquer him as a Miſtreſs, 
am not J acceſlary to his violating the Bonds of Marriage? 
For tho' I'm his Wife, yet while he loves me not as ſuch, . 
1 [ encourage an unlawful Paſſion; and tho' the Act be late, 
| yet his Intent is criminal: How can I anſwer this? 
ſatisj- Hil. Very caſily; for if he don't intrigue with you, he 
ind, Iwill with ſome body elſe in the mean time, and I think 
/ort!y you have as much Right to his Remains as any one. 
Am. Ay | but J am aſſured, the Love he will pretend 
think to me is vicious: And 'tis uncertain that I ſhall prevent 


1 


| his doing worſe eHewhere. | | a 
ſband, 88 Hill. Tis true, a certain Ill ought not to be done for 
ler the an uncertain Good. But then again, of two Evils, chuſe 
iſgu1ep Roe 7-4 | Le 


fl 
£ 
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the leaſt ; and ſure tis leſs criminal to let him love you as Þ 48 
a Miſtreſs, than to let him hate you as a Wife. If you gf 
{ucceed, I ſuppoſe you will eaſily forgive your Guilt in 
the Undertaking. 

Am. To ſay truth, I find no Argument yet ſtrong e- 
nough to conquer my Inclination to it. But is there no 
Danger, think you, of his knowing me? 3 
Hi. Not the leaſt, in my Opinion: In the firſt place, 
he confidently believes you are dead: Then he has not 
ſeen you theſe eight or ten Years: Beſides, you were not 
above ſixteen when he left you: This, with the Altera- 
tion the Small-Pox have made in you, (tho' not for the * 
worſe) I think, are ſufficient Diſguiles to ſecure you from 
his Knowledge. 3 

Am. Nay, and to this I may add, the conſiderable A- 4 
mendment of my Fortune; for when he left me, I had 
only my bare Jointure for a Subſiſtence : Beſide my ſtrange 
manner of receiving him # 

Hil. That's what I wou'd fain be acquiinted with. 

Am. I expect tarther Inſtructions from Mr. }/orthy * 
every Moment; then you ſhall know all, my Dear. 

Hil. Nay, he will do you no {mall Service: For a Thief 8 
35 the beſt Thief-catcher. wel 


Enter a Servant to Amanda, 


Serv. Madam, your Servant is below, who ſays young 
Mr. Worthy's Man waits at your Lodgings with earneſt 
B: ilneſs from his Maſter. 1 

Am. Tis well Come, my Dear, I muſt have your 
Aſhiiance too. = 

Hil. With all my heart, I love to be at the bottom of 
a Secret: For they ſay, the Confidantof any Amour, has 
ſometimes more Pleaſure in the Obſervation, than the 
Parties concern'd in the Enjoyment : But, methinks, you 7 

don't look with a good Heart upon the Buſineſs. 
Am. I can't help a little Concern in a Buſineſs of ſuch I 
moment: For tho my Reaton tells me my Deſign muſt Wo; 
proſper, yet my Fears lay cwere Happineſs too great.— = 
Oh! to reclaim the Man I'm bound by Heaven to love, to 
expoſe the Folly of a roving Mind, in pleaſing him with” 
what he ſeem'd to loath, were ſuch a tweet Revenge for 
fightcd Love, fo vaſt a Triumph of rewarded Conſtancy, WR 

| as = 
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aas might perſuade the looſer part of Womankind ev'n to 
ou I forſake themſelves, and fall in love with Virtue. 
in we enter the Servant to Hillaria. 

Serv. Sir Novelty Faſhion is below in his Coach, Mladam, 
and enquires for your Lady ſhip, or Madam Narci/a. 

: Hil. You know my Couſin is gone out with my ] ady 
= Tattle-tongue: | hope you did Not te 11 him I was within! 
Serv. No, Madam, I did not know it your Ladyſhip 
# wou'd be {poke with, and therefore came to ſee. 

* Hil. Then tell him I went with her. 

Ser. v. 1 ſhall, Madam. | [ Exit Serv ant. 
Hi. You muſt know, my Dear, I have ſent to that 
4D Fury, Mrs. Flareit, whom this Sir Novelty keeps, and 
have ſtung her to {ome purpoſe with an account of Hts 
- W Paſſion for my Couſin: Iod him a Quarrel, for that 
8 he made between Mr. I and me, and ] hope her ca- 
3 louſy will ſeverely revenge it; therefore I ſent my Coufin 
out of the way, becauſe, unknown to ber, her Name is 
at the bottom of my Deſign. Here he comes: Prithec 
my Dear, let's go down the Back-ſtairs, and take Coach 
% from the Garden.— [ Exennt Am. and Hil. 
Y Re-enter the Servant, conduct ing Sir Novelty. 
Fir Nov. Both the Ladies abroad, "lay you ? Is Sir 777 
7 Lam within ? : 
Serv. Yes, Sir; if you pleaſe to w alk i in, Pl a ein 
him that you expect him here. 

Sir Nov. Do ſo, prithee; — and! in 1 mean time let 
me conſider what J have to ſay to him.— Hold! In the 
4 fir {t place, his Daughter is in love with me! Wou'd I 
marry her? Noh! Demm it, tie mechanical to marry 
. che Woman yoa love; Men of Quality hou'dabvays marry 
thoſe they never ſaw.— But! Hear Youns Worthy marries 
the Aber to-morrow ! which if I prevent not, will ſpoil my 
0 E Deſign upon her. Let me ſee— I have ic! PII 
b perſuade the old Fellow, that I wou'd mar ry her myſelf! 
upon which ſhe immediately rejects Ju, Worthy, and 
gives me free acceſs to her! Good ! What fellows upon 
that? Opportunity, Importunity, Refillance, Force, En- 
3 Beh Perſiſting!— Doubting, Sweariug, Lylng, | 
_ _ Yielding, Victory, Pl leaſure!—lndiference: = 
0 here he comes ia ordine 4d. 
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ſurprize you. In a word, Sir, I am upon the very brink 


vant, Jam in kaſte. | Ian 
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Euter Sir William Wiſewoud. 
Sir Fi]. Sir Novelty, 2 Servant: Have you any 
Commands for me, Sir? 
Sir Nev. I have ſome Propoſals to make, Sir, concern- 
ing ycur Happineſs and my own, which, perhaps, will 


of Matrimony. 
Sir Wil. *Tis the beſt thing you can purſue, Sir, con- | 
ſidering you have a good Eſtate. 7 
Sir Now. But whom do you think I intend to marry ? |? | 
Sir Wil. I can't imagine. Dear Sir, be brief, leſt your 
Delay tranſport me into a crime I wou'd avoid, which , 
is Impatience. Sir, pray go on. 1 
Sir Now. In fine, Sir, 'tis to your very Daughter, the 5 
fair Narciſſa. = 
Sir Vil. Humh ! Pray, Sir, how long have you had 2 
this in your Head? I 
Sir Now. Above theſe two Hours, Sir. 
Sir Mil. Very good! then you ha'n't ſlept upon't? ® 
Sir. New. No F nor ſha'n't ſleep, fur thinking ont. 3 
Did not I tell you I wou'd ſurprize you? 5 
Sir Will. O! you have indeed, Sir: I am amaz'd 1 
I am amaz d! 5g 
Sir Nav. Well, Sir and what think you of my Pro- 
o al? * 
e Sir Vil. Why truly, Sir, Ilike it not: but if I did, 
tis now too late; my Daughter 15 diſpogd of to a Gen- 
tleman that ſhe and 1 like very well: At preſent, Sir, II 
have a little Bubneſs ; if this be all, your humble Ser- 


Sir New. Demmel what an inſenſibleBlockhead's this? 
Hold, Sir, D'ye hear ? Is this all the Acknowledy- h 
ment you make, for the Honour I aehgn'd you?” | 

Sir Vil. Why truly, Sir, *tis an Honour that I am notM 
ambitious of: In plain terms, I Go not like you for af 
Son-in-Law. c 

Sir New. Now you ſpeak to the Purpoſe; sir: But pri | 
thee, what are thy Exceptions 5 to me | 

Sir Vil. Why, inthe firſt place, Sir, you have too grea 
a Paſſion for your own Perſon, to have any for your Wife 
In the next place, you take ſuch an extravagant Care uM: 


the clothing your Jour that your Underſtanding 5 gar 
e 
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naked for't: Had I a Son fo dreſs'd, I ſhou'd take the 
liberty to call him an egregious Fop. 


Sir Nov. T'gad, thou art a comical old Gentleman, 
= andT1l tell thee a Secret: Underſtand then, Sir, from 
„ | me, that all young Fellows hate the name of Fop, as 


11 Women do the name of Whore; but, i'gad, they both 
love the pleaſure of being fo: Nay, faith, and 'tis as 
hard a matter for ſome Men to be Fops, as you call 'em, 
nas *tis for ſome Women to be Whores. 

„ Sir Wil. That's pleaſant, i'faith. Can't any Man be a 
KFop, or any Woman be a Whore, that has a mind to't ? 


ur 2 Sir No. No, faith, Sir; for let me tell you, tis not 


ch the Coldneſs of my Lady Freelocie's Inclination, but her 
Age and Wrinkles that won't let her cuckold her Huſ- 


the band. And again, tis not Sir Jou Wor dlool's averſion 


to Dreſs; but his want of a fertile Genius, that won't 


Play, where my chiefeſt Character ſhall be a downright? 
Engliſb Booby, that affects to be a Beau, without either 
Genius or foreign Education, and to call it, in Imitation 
of another famous Comedy, He Wou'd if he Cou: And 


Exceptions to my Birth or Family, pray Sir? 
Sir Vil. Yes, Sir, I have; you ſeem to be the Off- 


\, , ſpring of more than one Man's Labour; for certainly no 
did, leſs than a Dancing, Singing, and Fencing-Maſter, with 
17 1 a Taylor, Milliner, Perfumer, Peruque-Maker, and a 
Ir, 


fince I was made. 8 | 
Sir Wil. That is, Heaven made you a Man, and they 
have made a Monſter of you: And fo farewel to ye! 
DIL going. 


Satisfaction in the Propoſals I made you? 
Paſſion: Now I preſume you are young, and conſe- 
vent any Difference that may ariſe by repeating my re- 


any farther Diſcourſe with you. 


let him look like a Gentleman: Therefore in Vindica- | 
tion of all well-dreſsd Gentlemen, I intend to write a 


now, I think, you are anſwer'd, Sir. Have you any 


FrenchValet de Chambre, cou'd be at the begetting of you. 
Sir Now. All theſe have been at the finiſhing of me 


Sir Nov. Hark. ye, Sir; am I to expect no farther 
Sir Wil. Sir, —nothing makes a Man loſe himſelf like 
quently raſh upon a Diſappointment ; therefore to pre- 


fuſal of your Suit, I do not think it convenient to hold 


: 
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Sir Now. Nay, faith, thou ſhalt * to hear a little more 
of my Mind firſt, 


Sir Vill. Since you preſs me, Sir, I will rather bear 
with, than reſiſt you. 


Sir Now. I doubt, old Gentleman, you have ſuch a 
Torrent of Philolophy running thro' your Pericranium, 


that it has waſl'd your Brains away. 


Sir Vill. Pray, Sir, why do you think ſo? _ 

Sir Nov. Becauſe you chuſe a beggarly, unaccountable 
{ort of Younger-brotheriſh Rake-hell for your Son-in-law, 
before a Man of Quality, Eftate, good Parts and Breed- 
ing, Demme. 

Sir ill. Truly, Sir, I know neither of the Perſons to 
whom theſe Characters belong; if you pleaſe to write. 
their Names under em, perhaps I may tell you if they 


be like or no. 


Sir Now. Why then, in ſhort, I wou'd have been your F 
Son-in-law ; and you, it ſeems, prefer Toung Worthy be- 
tore me. Now are your Eyes open? 


vir Jil, Had I been blind, Sir, you might have been 3 


my Son-in-law;z and if you were not blind, you wou'd 


not think that I deſign my Daughter for Young Warthy— 3 
His Brother, Ithink, may deſerve her. = 
Sir Now. Then you are not jealous of Young 18 9 
Humh ! 4 
Sir N 7l. No, really, Sir, nor of you neliher 
Sir New. Give me thy Hand: Thou art very happy. 
Hop my Vitals! for thou do'ſt not ſee thou art blind: Not 


_ jealous of Young Worthy ? Ha! ha! How now ! 


Enter Sir Novelty's Servant, with à Porter. 
Serv. Sir, here's a Porter wich a Letter for your Ho- 
nour. 0 
Porter. I was order'd to give it into your own Hand, 
Sir, and expect an Anſwer. 3 
Sir Now. reads.] Eæciſe, my dear Sir Novelty, the forc'd i 


ud. Fer ence I have ſocaun you, and let me recompence yout | 


faſt Sufferiugs with an Hour's Converſation, after the P lay, 
at Roiamond”s Pond, where you avill find an hearty Nel. 
come to the Arms of your Narciſſa Unexpected Hap- 


pineſs! The Arms of your Narcifa! I Ba, and ve i l 


am there, Pl make myſelf welcome. Faith, I did not] 
think ſhe was io far gone neither ! But I don' t es, 5 
there 
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there are five hundred more in her Condition. I have a 
good mind not to go, faith! Yet, hang it, I will; tho, 
only to be reveng'd of this old Fellow! Nay, Vit have the 
pleaſure of making it publick too: For I wil! give her 
the Muſick, and draw all the Town to be Witneis of my 
2 Triumph! Where is the Lady ?— [ee Porter. 
!. Porter. Ina Hackney-Coach at the corner of the Street. 
Sir Nov. Enough; tell her I will certainly be there. — 
[Exit Porter] Well, old Gentleman! then you are re- 
5 0 folv'd I ſhall be no kin to you? Your Daughter is dif- 
4 & poled of: Humh 
Sir Wil. Vou have your Anſwer, Sir; you ſhall be no 
kin to me. 
N Sir Now. Farewel, old Philoſophy: And dye hear, I 
wou' d adviſe you to ſtudy nothing but the Art of Pati- 


you ! wow'd not it nettle you damnably, to hear my Son 
call you Grandfather ? 
Sir Wil. Sir, —notwithſtanding this Provocation, Iam 

en I calm; but were I like other Men, a Slave to Paſſion, I 
Id ſhou'd not forbear calling you Impertinent ! How I ſwell 
— 8 with riſing Vexation! Leave me, leave me; go, Sir, 
2 0, get you out of my Houſe. [ Asngrily. 
Sir Nov. Oh! have a care of Paſſion, dear D 68e 
Hal ha! ha! ha! 
Sir Wil. So! [Sighing.] At laſt IJ have conquer'd it it 
Pray, Sir, oblige me with your Abſence, {taking off bis 
5 | ] I proteſt. I am tired. with you ; pray leave my 
= Houte. | [ Submifſivelj, 
Sir Now. Demn your Houſe, your Family, your An- 
ce ſtors, your Generation, and your eternal Poſterity. Cat. 
; Sir Wil. Ah!—A fair Riddance; how I bleſs myiely, 
and, that it was not in this Foel's power to provoke me beyond 
that Serenity of Temper which a wife Man ought to be 


Ho- 


gore d Mlaſter of: How near are Men to Brutes, when their un- 
vou. ply Paſſions break the Bounds of Reaſon? And of all 


Plar, Waſhons, Anger is the moſt violent; which often Pute 
Mol- ne in mind of that admirable Saying | 

Hap- | He that firives not to ſtem his Aker s Tide, 

hen 1 Does a mad Hor fe without a Br idle ride. 

d not: 

tion, 


ence: Vou may have an unexpected Occaſion for it. Hark 
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The SCENE changes to St. James's Park. 


Enter Young Worthy and Loveleſs, as from the Ta- 
ven; Snap following. 
or. What a ſweet Evening ' tis 2 Prithee, Ned, 
let's walk a little. Look how lovingly the Trees are 


join'd, ſince thou wer't here, as if Nature had deſign'd 
this Walk for the private Shelter of forbidden Love. 
[Several crofſi ing the Stage.] Look, here are ſome for 


making uſe of the Conveniency. 
Love. But, hark ye, Friend, are the Women as tame 


and civil as they were before I left the Town? Can they 
endure the Smell of Tobacco, or vouchiate a Man a 


Word with a dirty Cravat on ? 
Z. Wor. Ay, that they will; for Keeping is almoſt 


out of Faſhion : So that now an honeſt Fellow, with a 


promiſing Back, need not fcar a Night's Lodging for 


bare good Fellowſhip. 


Lowe. If Whoring be fo poorly encourag'd, nethinks 


the Women ſhouv'd turn honeft in their own Defence. | 

J. Wir. Faith, I don't find there's a, W hore the leſs for 
it; the pleaſure of Fornication is ill the ſame; all the | 

difference is, Lewdnels is not ſo barefac'd as heretofore. — 


Virtue is as much debaſed as our Money; for Maiden- 


| Heads are as {carce as our mild Half-crowns ; ; and faith, 


ei Gratia is as hard to be found in a Girl of Sixteen, 
as round the Brims of an old Shilling. 


Lowe. Well, I find, in ſpight of Law and Duty, the Fleſl: 


will get the better of the Spirit. But I ſee no Game yet. — 


Prithee, Will, let's go and take other Bumper toenliven 


Aſſurance, that we may come down-right to the Buſineſs. 
Vor. No, no; what we have in our Bellies already, 
by the help of a little freſh Air, will ſoon be in our Peri- 


craniums, and work us to a right pitch to taſte the Plea- Fl 


ſures of the Night. 
Low. The Day, thou mean'ſt; my Day always breaks 


_ at Sun-ſet. We wile Fellows, that know the Uſe of Life, 
know too that the Moon lights Men to more Pleaſures 7; 
than the Sun ;—the Sun was meant for dull Souls of Bu- 

ſineſs, and poor Rogues that have a mind to fave Candles. 


Y. Wer. Nay, the Night was always a Friend to Plea- 
ſure, and that made Diana run a Whoring by the light 


oe. 
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Love. Right: And, prithee, what made Daphne run 
away from Apollo, but that he wore ſo much Day-light 
about his Ears? „ 


V. Hor. Ha! Look out, Ned, there's the Enemy be- 


fore you ! 3 
Love. Why then, as Cæſar ſaid, Come follow me. 
[ Exit Loveleſs. 


Y. Wer. P hope *tis his Wife, whom 1 defird to meet 


me here, that ſhe might take a View of her Soldier be- 

fore ſhe new mounted him. 1 Exit. 

$a Enter Mrs. Flareit and her Maid. 

Ma. I wonder, Madam, Sir Novelty don't come yet: 

I am fo afraid he ſhou'd fee Narci//a, and find out the 
trick of your Letter. | | 


Fla. No! no: Narcif is out of the way: J am ſure . 
he won't be long; for I heardthe Hautboys, as they paſs'd 


by me, mention his Name: I ſuppoſe, to make the In- 
trigue more faſhionable, he intends to give me the Muſick. 
Ma. Suppoſe he take you for Narciſſa, what Advantage 
do you propoſe by it ? : | + 5 
Fla. I ſhall then have a juſt Occaſton to quarrel with 


him for his Perfidiouſneſs, and ſo force his Pocket to 
make his peace with me: Beſide, my Jealouſy will not 


let me reſt till I am reveng'd. 25 
Ma. Jealouſy ! why, I have often heard you ſay, you 

loath'd him. ü Fr 
Fla. *Tis my Pride, not Love, that makes me jea- 


lous: For, tho' 1 don't love him, yet I am incens'd to 


think he dares love another. 3 | 
Ma. See! Madam, here he is, and the Muſick with him. 
Fla. Put on your Mask, and leave me.— {They mas. 
| Enter Sir Novelty with the Muſick. | 
Sir Now. Here, Gentlemen, place yourſelves on this 
Spot, and pray oblige me with a Trumpet Sonata 
This taking a Man at his firſt Word, is a very new way 


of preſerving Reputation, ſtop my Vitals,—nay, and a 
ſecure one too; for now may we enjoy and grow weary 


of one another, before the Town can take any notice of 


us. [Flareit making towards him.] Ha! this muſt be 
ſne. I ſuppoſe, Madam, you are no Stranger to the 
Contents ot this Letter. Bog: 


The Fool in Faſhion: 45 


46 Love's Laſt Shift ; or, 
Fla. Dear Sir, this place is too publick for my Acknow- 
ledgment, if you plcate to withdraw to a more private 
Conveniency. [Ex eunt. 


[The Mufick prepare to play, and ut forts of People ga- 
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ther about it. 


Enter at one Door Nar. Hil. Am. El. orthy, and V. Wor- 
thy; at another, Loveleſs and Snap, auho talk totheMasks, | 
EI. Wor. What ſay you, Ladies, ſhall we walk home- 4 
wards? It begins to be dark. 95 
Y. Por. Prithee don't be fo i impatient, it slight enough! I. : 
to hear the Muſick, Ill warrant ye. 12 
Am. Mr. Vorthy, you promis d me a Sight I long for: | 
Is Mr. Loveleſs among all thoſe? TE 
V. mor. That's he, Madam, ſurveying that maſk'dLady. 
Am. Ha! Istpoſhble! Methinksl read his Vices in his 
Perſon! Can he be inſenſible, ev'n to the ſmart of pinch- 
ing Poverty? Pray, Sir, your Hand: J find my ſelf 
dilorder'd. It troubles me to think I dare not ſpeak to 
him after ſo long a Separation. 5 
J. Hor. Madam, your ſtaying here may 1 dangerous, 
rherefare let me adviſe you to go home, and get all things 
in order to receive him: About an hour hence will be a 
convenient time to ſet my Deſign a-going; till then, le: 
me beg you to have a little Patience: Give me leave, h 
Madam, to ſee you to your Coach. = 
Am, I'll not trouble you, Sir; yonder's my Couſin el. 
bred, P11 beg his Protection. Exit. 
[ The Muſick plays; after which Nar. ſpeaks. 
Nar. T yvow*tis very fine, conſidering what dull Souls 
cyr-Nation are; F find 'tis a harder matter to reform 
their Manners, than, their Government or Religion. 
FEI. Mor. Since the one has been ſo happily accompliſh'd, 
I know no reaſon why we ſhou'd deſpair of the other; I 
hope in a little time to ſee our Voutk return from Travel, 
big with Praiſes of their own Country. But come, La- 
dies, the Muſick's done, I ſuppoſe ; ſhall we walk? 
Nar. Time enongh; why you have no Taſte of the 
true Pleaſure of the Park: I'll warrant you hate as much 
to ridicule others, as to hear yourſelf prais'd: For my 
part, I think a little harmleſs Railings half the Pleaſure 
of c one's Life. ; 
El, 
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The Fool i in Faſhion: 47 


Fl. Wor. I don't love to create my ſelf Enemies, by ob- 
ſervingthe Weakneſs of other People; I have more Faults 
of my own than I know how to mend. 

Nar. Protect me: How can you ſee ſuch a Medley of 
human Stuff as are here, without venting your Spleen ?== | 
Why look there now; is not it comical, to ſee that wretch- 
ed Creature there with her avtumialF ace, dreſs di in all. 
the Colours of the Spring? 

El. Wor. Pray, who is ſhe, Madam? 

Nar. A Thing that won't believe herſelf out of es 
tho' ſhe was a known Woman at the Reftoratron. 

Z. Wor. OI I know her, *tis Mrs. Holdout, one that is 
proud of being an Original of faſhionable Fornication,and 

35 values herſelf mightily for being one of the firſt Miſtreſſes 

that ever kept her Coach publickly in England. = 
Hi. Pray who's that impudent young Fellow there? 
EI. Wor. Oh! that's an eternal Fan-tearer, and a con- 
ſtant Perſecutor of Womankind : He had a pee Mit- 
fortune lately. | 

 MNar. Pray, what was it? 
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I. ier. Why, impudently preſuming to eukold a 
Dutch Officer, he had his Fore- teeth Nich out. 
Ones. Ha, ha, ha! 
* Nar. There's another too, Mr. orthy: Do you know 
8 5 him ? | 

: T. Wor. That's Beau Noi/y; one that brags of Favours 
from my Lady, tho' refuſed by her Woman; that ſups 


ef. | | with my Lord, and borrows his Club of his Footmen; 
b. N that beats the Watch, and is kick'd by his Companions: 
1s that! is one day at Court, and the next in Gaol; that goes 
m to Church without Religion, is Valiant without Courage, 


g 77 without Senſe, and Drunk without Meaſure. 
d. El. Wor. A very compleat Gentleman! 


1 Hil. Prithee, Couſin, who's that over-ſhy Lady there, 
l, u won't ſeem to underſtand what that briik young 


a- | elo ſays to her? 
Mar. Why, that's my Lady 835 love : The other cere- : 
he 1 onious Gentleman is her Lover. She is ſo over- modeſt, 


ch What ſhe makes jt a Scruple of ſhifting herſelf before her 
ny Roman, but afterwards makes none of doing 1 it before 
re Per. SAI. 88 


Y. Var. 
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Counteſs of Incog. out of her Diſhabillee, ina high Head, 


Hackney-Coach, as out of Debt, or 


ment, vonder comes one I have a little Buſineſs with, 
_ TH diſpatch it immediately, and follow you. 


ment. 


48 Love's 24% Shift ; or, 


T. Mer. Hang her, ſhe's a Jeſt to the whole Town: 
For tho” ſhe has been the Mother of two By-blows, ſhe 
endeavours to appear as ignorant in all Company, as if 
ſhe did not know the diſtinction of Sexes. . 

Nar. Look, look! Mr. Worthy, 1 vow, there's he | 


I proteſt ! 
T. Wir. "Tis as great a Wonder to ſee her out of a 


Nar. Or out of Countenance. _ 
J. or. That, indeed, ſhe ſeldom changes; for ſhe is 


never out of a Mask, and is ſo well known ins t, that wien 


ſhe has a mind to be private, ſhe goes barefac'd. 

» Nar. But come, Couſin, now let's ſee what Monſters | 
the next Walk affords. 

El. Wor. With all my heart: 'tis in our way home. 

Y. Wor. Ladies, I muſt beg your pardon for a Mo- 
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Hil. No, no; we'll ſtay for you. 7 | 
Nar. You may, if you pleaſe, Parts but, I ſuppoſe, L 


f he will hardly thank you for't. a 


Hil. What, then you conclude tis a Woman' s Buſineſs, 7 
by his Sr a quick Diſpatch ? 8 
Y. Wor. Madam, in three Minutes you ſhall know the 1 q 
Buſineſs : If it diſpleaſe you, condemn me to an eternal 
Abſence. 
El. Wor. Come, Madam, let me be his Security. 
Nar. I dare take your Word, Sir 1 
_ [ExeuntEl. Wor. Hil. and Nar. EZ oy 


Enter Sly, Servant to Young Worthy. i let 

Y. Wor. Well! how goes Matters? Is ſheina eh oy 
to receive him. 1 F | 
Sly. Toan Hair, Sir ; every Servant has his Cue, and 
all are impatient till the Comedy begins. N ä 
Y. Wor. Stand aſide a little, and let us watch our Op- | E/ vo 


portunity. | 0 
Snap. (to a Mast.) Enguize about half an How hence | 1 


for Number Tavo, at the Gridiron. _ oh 


Mask. To- morrow with all my heart, but 0 dt 14 
am engaged to the Chaplain of ( olonel Thunder” 8 Resi 7 f 


Sat 


. on 


The Fool in Faſhion. 49 
Snap. What, will you leave me for a Mutton- chop? for 
that's all he'll give you, I'm ſure. | 

Mask. You are miſtaken, faith, he keeps me. 

Snap. Not to himſelf, I'll engage him: Yet he may 
too, if no body likes you better than 1 do. Hark you, 
Child, prithee, when was your Smock waſh'd ? 

Mask. Why doſt thou pretend to freſh Linen, that never 


wore a clean Shirt but of thy Mother's own waſhing ? 


EY [ Goes from him. 
Lowe. What, no Adventure, no Game, Snap? 


Snap. None, none, Sir; I can't prevail with any, from 
the Point Head-Cloths to the Horſe-Guard Whore. 


Lowe. What a Pox ! ſure the Whores can't {mell an 
empty Pocket? Eg 

Snap. No, no, that's certain, Sir, they mult ſee it in 
our Faces. | 


Sly. (to Loveleſs.) My dear Boy, how is't? T gad, Iam 


glad thou art come to Town: My Lady expected you 


above an Hour ago, and I amoverjoy'd I have found thee:. 


Come, come, come along, ſhe's impatient till ſhe ſees you. 
Snap. Odsbud, Sir, follow him, he takes you for another, 
Lowe, Poad, it looks with the face of an Intrigue, 


I'll humour him: Well, what ſhall we go now ? 


Sly. Ay, ay, now it's pure and dark, you may go un- 
diſcover'd. „ : 
Love. That's what I would do. as 
Sly. Odſheart, ſhe longs to ſee thee ; and ſhe is a curi- 
ous fine Creature, ye Rogue! ſuch Eyes! ſuch Lips !— 
and ſuch a Tongue between em! ah, the Tip of it will 


ſet a Man's Soul on fire! 5 


Lowe. [ Afide.] The Rogue makes me impatient ! 


Sly. Come, come, the Key, the Key, the Key, you 
dear Rogue | Ro | 


Snap. O Lord ! the Key, the Key f LAlde. 
Love. The Key: Why ſn—ſh - ſh - ſhou'd yo—yo— 


vou have it? 
Sh. Ay, ay! quickly, give's it! 


Lowe. Why, what the Devil-—fure 1 ha'n't loſt it: 


Oh! no Gad, it is not there; What ſhall we do ! 
'= Sly. Oons, ne'er ſtand fumbling ; if you have loſt it, 
wie muſt ſhoot the Lock, I think. . | 
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Love. I'gad, and ſo we muſt, for I ha'n't it. 
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Sh. Come, come along, follow me. 
Lowe: Snap, ſtand by me, you Dog. 


Love's Laſt Shift; or, 


Snap, Ay, ay, Sir. [Exeunt Sly, Love. and Snap. 

Y. Wor. Ha! ha ! the Rogue managed him moſt dexte- 
rouſly : How greedily he chopt at the Bait ? What the E- 
vent will be, Heav'n knows! but thus far *tis pleaſant ; 
and ſince he is ſafe, Pl] venture to divert my Company 
with the Story. Poor Amanda, thou well deſerv'ſt a bet - 
ter Husband: Thou wer't never wanting in thy Endea- 


vours to reclaim him: And, faith, conſidering how long 
a Deſpair has worn thee, 


'Tavere pity now thy Hepes ſhou'd not fuected, — 
This new . z5 Love's Laſt Shift indeed. 


ACT IV. 
The SCENE continues. 


Enter El. Worthy, Y Worthy, Hillaria, and Narcifla, 


EI. Mor. E LL, Ladies, I believe tis time for us: 
| | to be wa King. Sd 
Hil. No, pray let me eng age you to ſtay a little longer: 
Vonder comes Sir Nowe/ty and his Miſtreis, in puriuance 
of the Deſign I told you of ; pray have a little patience, 
and you will ſee the Effects on't. 
El. Wor. With all my Heart, Madam. Ther fland aftds 
Enter Sir Novelty, embracing Flareit, maſſ”d. 
Sir Now. Generous Creature! this is an unexampled Con- 
deſcenſion, to meet my Paſſion with ſuch early Kindneſs: 
Thus. let me pay my ſoft Acknowledgments. 
L Kite her Hand. 
Hil. You muſt KNOW, he has miſtaken her for another. 
Fla. For Heav'n 
be at home before me; I am ruin'd for ever. 
Nar. Hillaria ! what does ſhe mean? 


Sir Nov. Narciſſa's Reputation ſhall be ever ale, | * 


while my Life and Fortune can protect it. 


Nar. O Gad, let me go: Does the impudent Creature 


take my. Name upon her — I pull off herHead- clothes, 
Hil... 


| '; ſakelet me go; if Hillaria ſhou'd - 
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The Fool in Faſhion. 51 
Hil. Oh! fie! Couſin, what an ungenteel Revenge 
wou'd that be! Have a little Patience. 
: Nar. Oh! I am in a Flame. | 
” Fla. But will you never ſee that common Creature 
Flareit, more? 8 . 
Sir Now. Never! never! feed on ſuch homely Fare, 
after ſo rich a Banquet 
$ Fla. Nay, but you muſt hate her too. = 
7 Sir Nov. That I did long ago. Pis true, J have been 
led away; but I deteſt a Strumpet: I am informed ſne 
keeps a Fellow under my Noſe, and for that reaſon I 
would not make the Settlement I lately-gave her ſome 
hopes of: But e'en let her pleaſe her ſelf, for now I am 
= wholly yours. 1 & | 
Fla. Oh, now you charm me! But will you love me ever? | 
Sir Now. Will you be ever kind? |: 


. Geet 4F 
Pla. Be ſure you never ſee Flareit more. 4 
Sir Nov. When I do, may this ſoft Hand revenge my 4 
Perjury. 1 Ts | Y 
Fla. So it ſhall, Villain! | . | I 
7 80 [Strikes him a Box on the Ear, and unmaſts,. |} 

Omnnes. Ha! ha! ha! | EE Ren . 

15: Sir Now. Flareit, the Devil! | © 

Fla. What, will nothing but a Maid go down with you f- 

$48 thou miſerable conceited Wretch.—Foh, I'm a homely 

ce |} Puls! a Strumpet, not worth your Notice! Dev'l, TIl be 

e, A reveng'd, _ | e | 

a Sir Nov, Damn your Revenge, I'm ſure I feel it. 

TC» h eg 


1 | Holding his Cheek. 
FP  MNar, Rcally, Sir Novelty, 1 am oblig'd to you for your 
n- kind Thoughts of me, and your extraordinary Care of 
ſs: my Reputation. „ 
Sir. No. Sdeath, ſhe here! expos'd to half the Town. 
ad. 7 Well, I muſt brazen it out however! [¶ Halls unconcern' d. 
ler. Fla. What! no Pretence ! no Evaſion now! 
ud Sir Now. There's no occaſion for any, Madam. 
Fla. Come, come, {wear you knew me all this while. 
Sir Now. No, faith, Madam, I did not know you: For 


if I had, you wou'd not have found me ſo furious a Lover. 
Fla. Furies and Hell! Dares the Monſter own his Guilt! 
ture This is beyond all Sufferance! Thou Wretch, thou Thing, 


= chou Animal, that I (to the everlaſting Forfeiture of my 
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Fury do, Madam ? 
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Hil. Methinks the Knight bears it bravely. 


your next Miſtreſs love you till T hate you. [—1s going. 


Sen .cand Underſtanding) havemade a Man. For till thou 
neweſt me, twas doubted if thou wer't of Human Kind: 


And doſt thou think I'll ſuffer ſuch a Worm as thee to 


turn againſt me? No! when I do, may I becurs'd to thy 


Embraces all my Life, and never know a Joy beyond thee. 


Sir Nov. Why—wh—wh—what will your Ladyſhip's 

5 [ Smiling. 
Fla. Only change my Lodging, Sir. SE. 
Sir Now. I ſhall keep mine, Madam, that ybu may know 


| Where to find me when your Fury is over.——You ſee I 


am good - natur . [Malts by her. 
Fla. This Bravery's affected: I know he loves me; 


and I'll pierce him to the Quick: I have yet a ſurer way 


to fool him. Aide. 


Nar. proteſt the Lady weeps. = 
T. Mor. She knows what ſhe does, I'Il warrant you. 


El. Wor. Ay, ay, the Fox is a better Politician than 
the Lion, 5 | 


Fla. (with Tears in her Eyes.) Now, Woman. [ 4fide.} 


Sir Nowelty, pray, Sir, let me ſpeak with you. 


Sir Now. Ay, Madam. - 5 | 
Fla. Before we part, (for I find I have irrecoverably 


' loſt your Love) let me beg of you, that from this Hour, 
you ne'er will ſee me more, or make any new Attempts 


to deceive my ealy Temper: For I find my Nature's 


ſuch, I ſhall believe you, tho to my utter Ruin. 
Sir Now. Pray Heav'n ſhe be in earneſt. Alide. 


Fla. One thing more, Sir: Since our firſt acquaintance, 


you have received ſeveral Letters from me; I hope you 
will be ſo much a Gentleman as to let me have em again: 
Thoſe I have of yours ſhall be return'd to-morrow Morn- 


ing. And now, Sir, wiſhing you as much Happineſs in 
her you love, as you once pretended I cou'd give you, — 
1 take of you my everlaiting Leave.—PFarewel, and may 

Sir Now. So! now mult I ſeem to perſuade her. Nay, 


wau'd you go? 


Sir Nev. What is't that frightens you ? 
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prithee, my Dear! why do you ftruggle ſo? Whither F 


Fla. Pray, Sir, give me leave to paſs, I can't bear to 
ſtay. [cn i 


* 
$3 
2 
bebe 
1 
r 


- 


do her Life, when you drew upon her. 


 _ The Fool in Faſhion. 53 
Fla. Vour barbarous Uſage: Pray let me go. 
Sir Now. Nay, if you are reſolv'd, Madam, I won't 

preſs you againſt your Will. Your humble Servant; 

(Leaves her) and a happy Riddance, ſtop my Vitals! _ 

| [ lareit /ooks back. 
Fla. Ha! not move to call me back! So unconcern'd ! 


Oh! IJ cou'd tear my Fleſh, ſtab every Feature in this dull, 


decaying Face, that wants a Charm to hold him ! Damn 
him! I loath him too! But ſhall my Pride now fall from 
ſuch an height, and bear the Torture unreveng'd ? No, 
my very Soul's on fire; and nothing but the Villain's 
Blood ſhall quench it. Devil, have at thee. _ 
 [Snatches Young Worthy's Seword, and runs at him. 
Y. Wir. Have a care, Sir. _ : 
Sir Now. Let her alone, Gentlemen, I'll warrant you. 
| _ [ Draws, and ſtands upon his Guard. 
[Young Worthy rates the Savord from her, and holds her. 
Fla. Prevented. Oh! I ſhall choke with boiling Gall. 
Oh! oh! humh! Let me go; Til have his Blood, his 
Blood, his Blood ! 3 „ 


1 Sir Nov, Let her come, let her come, Gentlemen. 
Fla. Death and Vengeance, am I become his Sport! 
He's pleag'd, and ſmiles to ſee me rage the more! But he 


ſhall find no Fiend in Hell can match the Fury of a diſ- 
appointed Woman !—Scorned ! lighted ! diſmiſs'd with- 


M out a parting Pang ! O torturing Thought! May all the 


Racks Mankind &er gave our eaſy Sex, neglected Love, 
decaying Beauty, and all the Dotage of undone Deſire 
light on me, if e'er I ceaſe to be the eternal Plague of 
his remaining Life, nay, after Death : 8 
Ihen his black Soul lies howling in Deſpair, 
Pd plunge to Hell, and be his 3 there. ¶ Exit. 
EI. Wor. Sure, Sir Nowelty, you never lov'd this La- 


dp, if you are fo indifferent at parting. 


Sir Now. Why, faith, Tom, to tellyou the Truth, her 


Jealouſy has been fo troubleſome and ſo expenſive to me 
' of late, that I have theſe three Months ſought an Oppor- 
tunity to leave her: But, faith, Thad always more re pect 
to my Life, than to let her know it before. 


Hil. Methinks, Sir Nowelty, you had very little reſpe& 
Sir 


34 Love's Laſt Shift ; or, 

Sir Now. Why, what wou'd you have had me done, 
Madam, complemented her with my naked Boſom: No! 
no! Look ye, Madam, if ſhe had made any Advances, I 
cou'd have diſarm'd her in Second at the very firſt Paſs.— 

But come, Ladies, as we walk, PII beg your Judgments 
in a particular nice Fancy, that I intend to appear in, the 
very ſirſt Week the Court is quite out of Mourning. 

El. Wor. With all my heart, Sir Novelty. Come, La- 
dies, Ithink'twere Charity not to keep you up any longer. 
See the Coaches ready at St. James s Gate. To hisServants. | 

. I Bxeunte 

Enter two Servants. The ScENE Amanda's Houſe. 

_ 1} Sery. Come, come, make haſte: Is the Supper and 
the Muſick ready he 
224 Serv. It is, it is. Well! is he come? Y 

1/: Serv. Ay, ay, I came before to tell my Lady the 
News. That Rogue Sy manag'd him rarely; he has been 
this half Hour pretending to pic}: the Lock of the Gar- 
den-Door. Well, poor Lady ! I wiſh her good Luck with. | 
him, for ſhe's certainly the beſt Miſtreſs living, Harkye, | 
Is the Wine ſtrong as ſhe order'd? Be ſure you ply him 


| 3 
home; for he muſt have two or three Bumpers to qualify . 
him for her Deſign. See here he comes: Away to your 1 
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os. | [ Taeunt. 
Enter Loveleſs conducted by Sly, Snap flealing after them. 
| Lowe. Where the Devil will this Fellow lead me? 
Nothing but Silence and Darkneſs !——Sure the Houle is 
haunted, and he has brought me to face the Spirit at his 
wonted Hour? 7 „„ 
Sly. There, there; in, in Slip on your Night-Gown, 
and refreſh yourſelf: In the mean time, I' icquaint my 
Lady that you are here. „ Exit. 
Love. Snap ! | IE 
Snap. Ay, ay, Sir, I'll warrant you. [Exeunt. 
The SCENE changes to an Anti-Chamber, a Table, Light, 
a Night-Gown, and a Peruque lying ;. They re-cmter. 
Cove. Ha! what ſweet Lodgings are here? Where can 
this end? „„ 
Snap. I'gad, Sir, I long to know. —Pray Heav'n we are 
not deluded hither to be ſtarv'd.— Methinks, I with T had 
brought the Remnants of my Dinner with me. 
Tove. Hark! I hear ſomebody coming! Hide yourſelf, 
Raſcal; I wou'd not have you ſeen. | Snap. 
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Snap. Well, Sir, P'Il line this Trench, in caſe of your 
being in danger. [ Gets under the Table. 
Lowe. Hal this Night-Gown and Peruque don't lie 
here for nothing L'll make myſelf agreeable— J have 
baulk' d many a Woman in my time for want of a clean 
Shirt 5 [Puts em on. 
Enter Servants with à Supper; after them a Man, Woman. 
; Lowe. Ha ! a Supper! Heav'n ſend it be no Viſion! If 
the Meat be real, I thall believe the Lady may prove Fleſh 
and Blood, —Now am I damnably puzzled to know whe- 


ther this be ſhe, or not. Madam eau. 
Mom. Sir, my Lady begs your pardon for a Moment. 
Lowe. Humh! her Lady! Good! 


Mom. She's unfortunately detained by ſome Female 
Vuoiſiters, which ſhe will diſpatch with all the haſte ima- 
ginable: In the mean time, be pleas'd to refreſh yourſelf 
With what the Houie affords. — Pray, Sir, fit down. 
Love. Not alone; Madam, you muit bear me Company. 
Mom. To oblige you, Sir, Pl exceed my Commiſſion. 
. Snap. (under the Table.) Was there ever io unfortunate 
. a Dog? What the Devil put it in my head to hide my 
„ | felf before Supper? Why this is worle than being lock d 
#1 


into a Cloſet while another Man's a-bed with my Wife! 

. . | L 

I ſuppoſe my Maſter will take as much care of me too, 
as I ſhould of him, if I were in his place. | 
Von. Sir, my humble Service toyou.  [Drinks, 
is Lowe. Madam, your humble Servant: PIl pledge you. 
is Snap, when there's any Danger, I'll call you: In the mean 
time lie fill, d'ye hear? | {de to Snap. 
n, Snap. I' gad, PI ſhift for myſelf then. [Sratches a Flask 
ay unſeen.] So, now, I am arm'd, Defiance to ali Danger. 
11. Love. Madam, your Lady's Health. 

B Snap. Ay, ay, let it go round, I fay. [ Drinks, 


a. Mom. Well, really, Sir, my Lady's very happy that ſhe 
bt, has got looſe from her Relations; for they were always 
„. teiszing her about you: But ſhe defies em all now. 
an Come, Sir, Succeis to both your Wiſhes. —[Drinks. 
Lowe. Give me a Glaſs: Methinks this Health inſpires 
me. My Heart grows lighter for the weight of Wine.— 


* 
% 


Here, Madam, —Profperity to the Man that ventures 
moſt to pleaſe her. 5 
Mom. What think you of a Song to ſupport this Gaity ? 

| 2 Love. 
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diſcover yourſelf. ; | 
| expired, Supernaculum. 


Tam impatient till I ſee this Creature. This Wine has 


as my Defire,—Oh, that I cou'd hide my Face for ever 
thus, that, undiſcover'd, I might reap the Harveſt of a. 
| ripe Deſire, without the lingring Pains of growing Love. 


Lowe. With all my heart. 
; A Song here. ; 
Love. Vou have oblig*d me, Madam: T'gad, I like this 


| Girl! She takes off her Glaſs ſo feelingly, I am half per- 


ſuaded ſhe's of a thirſty Love: If her Lady don't m 
little haſte, I find I ſhall preſent my humble Service to ron 
Enter a Servant, who whiſpers Amanda's Woman. 

Mom. Sir, Taſk yourpardon : My Lady has ſome Com- 


mands for me; I will return immediately. 


Love. Your Servant Methinks this is a very new 
Method of Intriguing ! 
| Snap, Pray Heav'nit be new! for the old Way com- 
monly ended in a good Beating : But a Pox of Danger, 
I fay; and ſo here's good Luck to you, Sir. q 
Lowe. Take heed, Rogue, you don't get drunk, and 


Szap. It muſt be with a freſh P laſk then; for this is 
Love. Lie cloſe, you Dog; Thear ſomebody coming : ; 
; 


arm'd me againſt all Thoughts of Danger ! Pray Heav'n þ 
ſhe be young, for then ſhe can't want Beauty. Ha! here 
ſhe comes ! ow! never-failing Impudence aſſiſt me. £ 
Enter Amanda loſely areſs'd. 8 18 

An. Where's my Love? O, let me fly into his Arms, 

and live for ever there. . 
Lowe. My Life, my Soul! (Runs . 1 Her. ) By de 
Heav'n, a tempting Creature! Melting, ſoft, and warm, — 


[Kiffes her Hand. . 
Am. Look up, on Lord, and bleſs me with a tender 
Look ; and let my talking Eyes inform thee how I have 2 


languiſn' d for thy Abſence. | Vin 


Love. Let's retire, and chaſe away our fleeting Cares * 


| with the Raptures of untir'd Love. Pp 


Am. Bleſs me! your Voice 1s irangoly alter'd ! Ha! too 
defend me ! Who's this? Help! help! within there? 0 
Lowe. So! Tamdiſcoverd! A Pox on my Tatling Mat 8 
that I cou'd not hold wy tongue till I got to her Bed. 1 
Chamber. | 5 Pore 

| |  Exteſ 


| Enter Sly, and other Servants. 

Sly. Did your Ladyſhip call Help, Madam? What' 8 
the Matter! | 
Am. Villain! Slave! who's this? What Ruffian bare 

you N here — Dog, I'll have you murder'd. 

[ Sly looks in his Face. 
Sh. Bleſs me! O Lord! Dear Madam, I beg your par- 
. | FR As I hope to be ſav'd, » Madam, 'tis a Miſtake: I 
took him for Mr. | 
„ Am. Be dumb! eternal Blockhead. —Here! take this 
Fellow, toſs him in a Blanket, and let him be tand out 
of my doors immediately. 


r, Shy. O pray! dear Madam; for Heay'n's fake ; J am a 


ruin d Man 
ag | Snap. Ah! Snap, what will become of thee? Thou art 
fall'n into the hand of a Tygreſs that has loſt her Whelp. 
is | T have no hopes, but in my Maſter's Impudence ! Heaven 
ſtrengthen it. 
8 } Am. Tl hear no more Away with him! [Exeunt the 


nas | Servants with Sly.] Now, Sir, for you: 1 expected | 


n Love. A Man, Madam, did you not? 


ere | Am. Not a Stranger, Sir: But one that has a Right 
I and Title to that Welcome, which by Miſtake has been 


given to you. 


m N Lowe. Not an Husband, Ipreſume? He would not have 


been ſo privatel conducted to your Chamber, and an the 
)By Þ J dark we] | . 
n,— | Am. Whoever it was, Sir, is not your Buſineſs to ex- 
ever amine; But, if you wou'd have civil Uſage, pray be gone. 
. of a a Love. To be uſed civilly, I muſt ſtay, Madam: There 
ove. can be no Danger in ſo air a Creature! 
rand. Þ Am. I doubt you are mad, Sir. 


ender 5 Love. While my Senſes have ſuch luſcious Food before 


have] em, no wonder if they are in {ome Confuſion, each ftri- 
| ving to be foremoſt at the Banquet; and ſure my greedy 
Cares : * es will ſtarve the reſt. [ Approaching her. 


Am. Pray, Sir, keep Four Diſtance, leſt your F ecling 


Ha! : too be gratify'd. 


re? Snap. O Lord! wou'd I were a hundred Leagues off 


E 
atling Þ Hat Sea! 


Bed- f Lowe. Then briefly thus, Madam : Know, I like and 
love you: Now, if you have ſo n Generoſity as to 


E ut a. | _ let 
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58 Love's Laſt Shift ; or, 
let me know what Title my pretended Rival has to hay 
\ Perſon, or your Inclinations ; perhaps the little Hopes I 
then may have of ſupplanting him, may make me leave 
your Houle : If not, my Love ſhall ſtill purſue you, tho 
to the hazard of my Life; which I ſhall not eaſily reſign, Þ 
while this Sword can guard it. | 
Am. Oh,were this Courage ſhewn but ina better Cauſe, 
how worthy were the Man that own'd it! [Afde. | 
What is it, Sir, that you purpoſe, by this unneceſſary Tri 5 
fling? Know then, that I did expect a Lover; a Man, | 
perhaps, more brave than you: One, that if preſent, wou d ; 
have given you a ſhorter Anſwer to your Queſtion. i 
Lowe. I am glad to hear he's Brave, however: It be- b 
trays no Weaknels in your Choice. But if you'd ſtill pre- ( 
Herve or raiſe the Joys of Love, remove him from your 6 
Thoughts a Moment, and in his room receive a warmer Þ 
Heart, a Heart that muſt admire you more than he, be- y 0: 
_ cauſe my Paſſion's of a freſher Date. . 
Am. What d'ye take me for ? 
Love. A Woman, and the moſt Charming of your Sex: 
One, whoſe pointed Eyes declare you form'd for Love. 
And tho' your Words are flinty, your every Look and 
Motion all confeſs there's a ſecret Fire within you, which i 5 
muſt ſparkle, when the Steel of Love provokes it. Come, U 
now pull away your Hand, to make me hold it faſter. 
Am. Nay, now you are rude, Sir. 
Love. If Love be Rudeneſs, let me be Impudent: When 
we are familiar, Rudeneſs will be Love. No Woman 
ever thought her Lover rude, after ſhe had once granted 
him the Favour. 


Am. Pray, Sir, forbear. 7 : 
Love. How can I, when my Deſire's ſo violent ? Oh, h. 
let me ſnatch the roly Dew from thoſe diſtilling Lips; and 'F 
as you ſee your Power to charm, ſo chide me with your 3. 
Pity. Why do you thus cruelly turn away your Face , 
T own the Bleſſing's worth an Age's Expectation ; but if 1 
refuſed till merited, tis eſteemed a Debt. Wou'd you xs 
oblige your Lover, let looſe your early Kindneſs. «1 N 
Am. J ſhall not take your Counſel, Sir, while I know 75 

a Woman's early Kindneſs is as little ſign of her Genero- 2 
ſity, as her Generoſity is a ſign of her Diſcretion: Net * 


Won 
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| wou'd J have you believe I am fo ill provided for, that I 
need liſten to any Man's firit Addreſſes. 
Love. Why, Madam, wou'd you not drink the firſt 

time you had a Thirſt? 
Am. Ves; but not before J had. 
| Lowe, If you can't drink, yet you may kits the Cup ; 
and that may give you Inclination. 
Am. Your Pardon, Sir; I drink out of nobody's Glaſs 

but my own: As the Man I love confines himſelf to me, 
ſo my Inclination keeps me true to him. 
Love. That's a Cheat impoſed upon you by your © own 
Vanity: For when your Back's turn'd, your very Cham- 
ber- Maid ſips of your Leavings, and becomes your Rival. 


| Conſtancy in Love is all a Cheat; Women of your Un- 
91 derſtanding know it. The Joys of Love are only great 


when they are new; and to make em laiting, we mult 
de- often change. 

An. Suppoſe 'twere a freſh Lover I now expected! ? 
Love. Why then, Madam, you Expectation's anſwer'd: 


"S 8 For I muſt confeſs, I don't take you for an old Acquain- 


and ſo charmingly deliver'd, they but in pire me the more, as 
Me 


- every thing pleads for me; your B auly, Wit, 1'ime,Place, 


| Opportunity, and my own Excets of burning Paſſion. 
V hen Am. Stand off, diſtant as the Globes of Heav'n and 


Farth, that like a falling Star I may ſhoot with greater 
man] 
_ into your Arms, and think it Heav'n to lie expiring 


1 Ah! ah! ah! Rogue, the Day's our own. 
Oh, | Lowe. Thou ſweeteſt, ſofteſt Creature Heav'n e'er form'd: 
"Br hus let me twine mylelf about thy beauteous Limbs, 
Fill ſtruggling with the Fangs of painful Bliſs, motionleſs 
ind mute we yield to conquering Love: both vanguiſh'd. 
nd both Victors. 


) 5 al 
you 


Face 


but i! Am. Can all this Heat be real? Oh, Why bas hateful 
d Y WW ice ſuch Power to charm, while 255 ablindowd Virtue 

neglected? lla. 
no! Love. Come, let us ſurfeit on our new-born Raptures : 
N Is waken ſleeping Nature with Delight, till we may 
3 Ny fay, Now ! now! we live! 


D | Ain. 


© tance, tho' iomewhere I have ſcen a Face not much un- 
like you. Come, your Arguments are vain; for they are 


Blows in Battle raiſe the brave Man's 8 Come, 


There. | Rams into his Arms. 


1 
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Fae B'ifs, 2 bid Defiance to our future Change of 


happy. 


Am. Come on; let's indulge the Tranſports of our 


"ate. Who waits there? 
Enter Amanda's Woman. 
Am. Bring me word immediately if my Apartment's 
ready, as I order'd it. O, I am charm'd, I have found the 


Man to pleaſe me now: One that can, and dares maintain 


the noble Rapture of a lawleſs Love: I own myſelf a 
Libertine, a mortal Foe to that dull Thing call'd Virtue, 


that mere Diſeaſe of ſickly Nature. Pleaſure's the End of 


Life; and while I'm Miſtreſs of myſelf, and Fortune, I 
will enjoy it to the height. Speak freely then, (not that 


I love, like other Women, the nauſeous Pleaſure of alittle 
Flattery) but anſwer me like a Man that ſcorns a Lye? 


Does my Face invite you, Sir? May I, from what you ſce Þ 
of me, propoſe a pleaſure to myſelf in pleaſing you. = 
Lowe. By Heaven you may: I have ſeen all the Beau- 

ties that the Sun ſhines on, but never ſaw the Sun out- 


ſhin'd before: I have meaſured half the World in ſearch F ; 


of Pleaſure; but not returning home, had ne'er been] n 


Am. Spoken like the Man I wiſh might love me. ; 
Pray Heaven his Words prove true. Hide. ] Be ſure youſ 
never flatter me; and when my Perſon tires you, confeßf | 
it freely: For change whene'er you will, I'll change a: te 
ſoon. But while we chance to meet, ſtill let it be Wit | 
raging Fire: No matter how ſoon it dies, provided the | 
ſmall time it laſts, it burns the fiercer. 
Love. O! wou'd the blinded World, like us, agree 1 | (4. 
change, how laſting might the Joys of Love be? For tha ro 
Beauty, tho' ſtale to one, might ſomewhere elſe be new Inc 
and while this Man were bleſs'd inleaving what he loath d I a; 


b 


another were newebleſs' di in receiving what he ne'er en 
joy'd. © the: 
Re-enter Amanda's VMoman. mor 


Won. Madam, every thing is according to your Ordeiſ of ii 

Lowe. Oh! lead me to the Scene of uniupportable Dq how 
| AR ; rack me with Pleaſures never known before, ti mak 
Ilie gaſping with convulſive Paſſion: This Night let d'ye 
be laviſh to our unbounded Wiſhes. -. Hs 

Give all our Stock at once to raiſe the Fire, you 


And revel to the height of loſe Deire. [Exeun 


An 
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Nom. Ah! what an happy Creature's my Lady 
now? There's many an unſatisfy'd Wife about Town 
wou'd be glad to have her Huſband as wicked as my Ma- 
Fer, upon the fame Terms my Lady has him. Few Wo- 


men, I'm afraid, wou'd grudge an Huſband the layi 
e out his ſtock of Love, that cou'd receive ſuch conſiderable 
n Intereſt for it! Well! —Now ſhan't I take one wink of 


a ſleep, for thinking how they'll employ their time to- 
e, J night. —PFaith, I Ruſt liſten, if I were to be hang d fort. 
| I. Liſtens at the Door. 
I Snap. So! my Maſter's provided for, therefore it's time 
at for me to take care of myſelf: I have no mind to be 
tle Þ lock'd out of my lodging; I fancy there's room for two 
e: in the Maid's Bed, as well as my Lady's. — This ſame 
fee ] Flaſk was plaguy ſtrong Wine: —!I find I ſhall ſtorm, if 
* ſhedon't ſurrender fairly. By your leave, Damſel. | 
au-! Mom. Bleſs me! who's this? O Lord! what wou'd 
out- you have? who are you? | | „„ 
arch“ Snap. One that has a Right and Title to your Body; 
deen] my Matter having already taken poſſeſſion of your Lady's. 
Mom. Let me go, or I'll cry out. 8 0 
— 1 Srap. Ve lye; ye dare not diſturb your Lady: But the 
> youſp better to ſecure you, thus I ſtop your Mouth. [Xiſſes her. 
nfl Vom. Humh Lord bleſs me ! is the Devil in you, 
| tearing one's Things! 7 
ith Snap. Then ſhew me your Bed-Chambek. 
Mom. The Devil ſhall have you firſt. 
| Snap. A' ſhall have both together then: Here will I fix, 
(tages her about the Neck) juſt in this Poſture till to-mor- 
nu row Morning. In the mean time, when you find your 
Inclinationſtirring, prithee give me a call, for at preſent 
d Iam very ſleepy. - [ Seems to ſleep. 
Mom. Foh! how he ſtinks. Ah! what a Whiff was 
| there :— The Rogue's as drunk as a Sailor with a Twelve- 
| month's Arrears in his Pocket; or a Jacobite upon a Day 
Ordeiſ of ill News. UI ha'nothing to ſay to him. Let me ſee, 
ble Dq how ſhall I get rid of him ?——O! I have it! I'll ſoon 
make him ſober I'll warrant him: So-ho! Mr. What 
d' ye call'um, Where do you intend to lie to-night? 
Snap. Humh ! why where you lay laſt Night, unleſs 
you change your Lodging. 1 
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nom. Well, for once T'll take piry of you! make no 
noiſe, but put out the Candles, far follow me lottly, for 
fear of diſturbing my Lady. 

Snap. I'll warrant ye, there's no fear of ſpoiling her 
Muſick, while we are playing the ſame Tune. 


The SCENE changes to a dark Entry, and 
they re-enter. 


Nom. Where are you? Lend me your Hand. 
o naß. Here! here! Make haſte, my dear Concupiſcence. 
Nom. Hold! ſtand there a little, while I open the Door 
_ gently, without waking the Footmen. 

[ She feels about, and opens a Trap- door 
mom. Come along ſoftly this way! | 
Snap. Whereabouts are you? 
] om. Here, here, come ſtrait forward. 
[He goes forward, and falls into the C ear 
Snap. O Lord! O Lord! I have broke my Neck. 
Wim. I am glad to hear him ſay ſo however, I ſhou'd 
be loth to be hang'd for him. How d'ye, Sir? 
Snap. Dye, Sir! I am a League under Ground. 
Nom. Whereabouts are you? 
Snap. In Hell, I think. 
Mom. No! no! you are but in the Road to it, I dare 


rate, when they lead you to the very Gulph of De- 
ſtruction? I knew you wou'd be iwa.low'd up at lait. 
Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

/ Snap. Ah, ye inecring Whore! 


againſt the 'T'emptations of the Fleſh ? 


_ myielt, and ſwear you murder'd me. 
to Ye, Sir. 

hold on her. 

Pigt 55 now. 


Wam. O Lord! ! pray let me eo, and I'll do any thing. 
. 


fay. Ah, dear, why wil: you follow lewd Women at this ; 


Vom. Shall 1 fetch you a Prayer-Book, Sir, toarm 1 you ; 


Sap. No! you need but ſhew your damn'd ugly Face ö 
to do tlat.— Hark ye, either help me out, or Pl] han 31 


Mom. Nay, if you are idÞloody- minded, good Night ; | 


{She offers to 2 the Door over him, and he catches | 


Snap. Ah! al! ah! have Icaught you ? T'gad, well : 


Wrong: For his 
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Snap. And ſo you ſhall before I part with you. 
33 Oe MY e [Pulli her in to him. 

And now, Maſter, my humble Service to you. | 


\ 


3 [He pulls the Door over them. 


—_ kd __ 
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ACT v. 


e SCENE Sir William Wiſewoud*s Houſe. 


Enter El. Wo rthy, V. Worthy, and a Laauyer awith alWriting, 


El. Non. A RE the Ladies ready? 5 
Z. Wor. Hillaria is juſt gone up to haſten 
her Couſin, and Sir William will be here immcdiately. 


El. Wer. But hark you, Brother! I have conſider'd of 


it, and pray let me oblige you not to purſue your Defign 


on his five thouiand Pound: For, in ſhort, 'tis no better 
than a Cheat, and what a Gentleman ſhou'd {corn to be 


guilty of, Is it not ſufficient that I conſent to your 


wronging him of his Daughter? . 
T. Wor. Your pardon, Brother, I can't allow that a 
aughter loves me: Her Fortune, you 
know, he has nothing to do with; and it's a hard caſe a 
young Woman ſhall not have the diipoial of her Heart. 
Love's a Fever of the Mind, which nothing but our own 
Wiſhes can aſſuage; and I don't queſtion but we ſhall find 
Marriage a very cooling Cordial. And as to the five 
thouiand Pound,'tis no more than what he has endeavour'd 
to cheat his Niece of. Ng 
3 15 Mor. What d'ye mean ? I take him for an honeſt 
an! | 


J. Wir, Oh! very honeſt ! As honeſt as an old Agent to 
' Anew-rais'd Regiment.—No, faith, I'II fay that for him, 
he will not do an ill thing, unleſs he gets by it. In a word, 
this ſo very honeſt Sir Milliam, as you take him to be, has 
offer d me the refuſal of your Miſtreſs; and upon Condi- 


tion I will ſecure him five thouſand Pound upon my Day 


of Marriage with her, he will ſecure me her Perſon, and 
ten thouſand Pound, the remaining part of her Fortune ! 
There's a Guardian for ye! What think ye now, Sir? 
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the reſt I know, Sir. 


El. or. Why, I think he deſerves to be ferv'd in the 


ſame kind! Tfind Age and Avarice are inſeparable! there- 


fore Cen make what you can of him, and I will ſtand by 
you. But hark you, Mr. Forge, are you ſure it will ſtand 
gcod in Law, if Sir William ſigns the Bond? 

Law. In any Court in England, Sir. 

EI. Wir. Then there's your fifty Pieces; and if it ſuc- 
ceeds, here are as many more in the ſame Pocket to an- 
{wer em: But, mum,—here comes Sir William and the 
8 3 
Enter Sir William Wiſewoud, Hillaria, and Narciſſa. 

Sir Vil. Good-morrow, Gentlemen! Mr. Worthy, I 
give you Joy! Odſo! if my Heels were as light as my 
Heart, I ſhou'd ha' much ado to forbear dancing.— 
Here, here, take her Man, {Gives him Narciſia's Hand.] 


— 


ſhe's yours, and ſo is her Thouſand Pound a year, and my 


Five thouſand Pounds ſhall he yours too. | 
Y. Wer. You muſt ask me leave firſt. F727 
Sir #7], Odio! Is the Lawyer come? 3 
El. Mor. He is, and all the Writings are ready, Sir. 
Sir Vil. Come, come, let's ſee, Man! What's this? Odd! 


this Law is a plaguy troubleſome thing; for now. a- days it 


won't let a Man give away his own, without repeating the 
Particulars five hundred times over; when, in former 
times, a Man might have held his Title to Twenty- thou- 
land Pounds a year, in the compaſs of an Horn-bock. 

Laau. T hat is, Sir, becauſe there are more Knaves now- 
a-days, and this Age 1s more treacherous and diſtruſtful 
than heretofore. : 


Sir Wil. That is, Sir, becauſe there are more Lawyers 


than heretofore. But, come, What's this, prithee? 
Laab. Theſe are the old Writings of your Daughter's 
Fortune; this is Mr. Worthy's Settlement upon her ;— 
and this, Sir, is your Bond for Five thouſand Pounds to 
him: There wants nothing but filling up the Blanks with 
the Parties Names; if you pleaſe, Sir, Þ'll do't imme- 


| diately. 2 


%% 
Law. May I crave your Daughter's Chriſtian Name? 


Sir Veil. Narciſſa : Prithee make haſte. —— 


Y. War. You know your Buſineſs.— [ Afde to the Lawyer. 


Law. 


/ 


4 
1 


by. 
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Law. ll warrant you, Sir. [Sits to write. 

Sir Wil. Mr. Worthy, methinks your Brother does not 
reliſh your Happineſs as he ſhou'd do: Poor Man! JI 
warrant he wiſhes himſelf in his Brother's Condition ! 

Y. Wor. Not I, Ill aſſure you, Sir. 

Sir Wil. Niece! Niece! have you nopity ? Prithee look: 
upon him a little! Odd! he's a pretty young Fellow: 


I am ſure he loves you, or he wou'd not have frequented 


my Houle ſo often! D'ye think his Brother cou'd not tell 
my Daughter his own Story without your aſſiſtance? 
Pſhaw-waw ! I tell you, you were the Beauty that made 


him ſo aſſiduous: Come, come, give bim your Hand, 


and he'll ſoon creep into your Heart, I'il warrant you: 
Come, ſay the word, and make him happy. 
Hil. What, to mal my ſelf miſerable, Sir! marry a 


Man without an Eſtate 


Sir Vid. Hang an Eftate ! true Lene 5 beyond allRiches. 


Tis all Dirt, — mere Dirt !—Befide, ha'n't you F ifteen 


thouſand Pounds to your Portion ? 


Hil. I doubt; Sir, you wou'd be loth to give kim your 


Daughter, tho' her Fortune's larger. 
Sir Vil. Odd, if he lov'd her but half ſo wall: as he 


Y: loves you, he ſhouw'd have her for a word ſpeaking. 


Hil. But, Sir, this aſks fome Conſideration — 

Nar. You fee, Mr. Worthy, what an EXtFAGIaInary 
kindneſs my Father has for you ! 

V. Nor. Ay, Madam, and for your Couſin too: But I 


| hope, with a little of your aſſiſtance, we ſhall be both 
able, very ſhortly, to return it. 


Nar. Nay, I was always ready to ſerve Hillaria: Fer 
Heav'n knows, I only marry to revenge her Quarrel to 
my Father: I cannot forgive his off ring to fell her. 


J. Wor. Oh, you need not take ſuch pains, Madam, to 
conceal your Paſſion for me; 3 you may own it Wont a a 


Bluſh, upon your Wedding-day. 


Nar, My Paſſion! When did you hear me acknowledge | 


any ? If I thought you cou'd believe me guilty of ſuch a 


weakneſs, tho' after I had marry'd you, I wou'd never 
look you in the Face. 
Y. Wor. A very pretty humour this, faith! F [ Aſide. ] 

What a world of unneceſſary Sins have we two to an- 


iwer for : F or ſhe has told more Lyes to conceal her Love, 


D 4 "than Þ 


E Love's Laſt Shift ; or, 
than I have ſworn falſe Oaths to promote it. Well, 
8 I'll content myſelf with your giving me leave 
to love. h 

Nar. Which if I don't give, you'll take, I ſuppoſe. 
Hill. Well, Uncle, I won't promiſe you, but III go to 
Church and ſee them marry'd ; when we come back, 'tis 
ten to one but I ſurprize you where you leaſt think on. 

Sir Wil. Why, that's well ſaid Mr. Worthy, now! 


now's your time! Odd! I have fo fir'd her, tis not in 


her power to deny you, Man. To her! to her! I war- 


rant her thy own, Boy! You'll keep your word; fire 


thouſand Pound upon the day of Marriage. 
J. Vor. Vil give you my Bond upon demand, Sir. 


Sir Wil. O! I dare take your Word, Sir. — Come, 


Lawyer, have you done? Is all ready? ?? 
Law. All, Sir! This is your Bond, Mr. Worthy: Will 
you be pleas'd to fign that firſt, Sir? 


Sir /. Ay, ay; let's ſee : The Condition of this Obliga- | 
don. [Reads] Hum, um, —Come, lend me the Pen.— 
There,—Mr. Worthy, I deliver this as my Act and Deed 


to you, and Heaven fend you a good Bargain. —Niece, 
Will you witneſs it? [hich ſhe docs] —Come, Lawyer, 
your Fiſt too. ILacher avitneſſes it. 
Law. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to ſign the Jointure ? 
E!. Wir, Comeon.—vSir William, I deliver this to you 
for the uſe of your Daughter. Madam, will you give 


yourſelf the trouble once more? [Hillaria /ezs her Hand.] 
De Lawyer does the ſame.) So, now let 


Come, Sir, 
a Coach be called as ſoon as you pleaſe, Sir. 


Sir Wil. You may fave that Charge, I ſaw your own 


at the Door. 
EI. Wor. Your pardon, Sir, that wou'd make our Buſi- 


neſs too publick: For which reaſon, Sir William, I hope 


you will excuſe our not taking you along with us. 
e | [Exit Servant. 


S'r Wil. Ay, ay, with all my heart ; the more Privacy, 


the leſs Expence. But pray, what time may I expect you 


back again? For Amanda has ſent to me for the Writings 
of her Huſband's Eſtate: I ſuppoſe ſhe intends to redeem 


the Mortgage, and I am afraid ſhe will keep me there till 1 
8 Y. Wor. 


Dinner-time. 
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Y. Wor. Why, about that time ſhe has oblig'd me to 
bring ſome of her neareſt Friends to be Witneſſes of her 
good or evil Fortune with her Huſband: Methinks I long 
to know of her Succeſs; if you pleale, Sir William, we'll 
meet yoũ there. . 

Sir Wil. With all my heart. Enter a Serwant.] Well, 
Is the Coach come??? . 

Serv. It is at the Door, Sir. 5 


Sir Vil. Come, Gentlemen, no Ceremony; your time's 


ſhort. | 
El. Wor. Your Servant. Sir Milliam. 


[ Exeunt El. Worthy, Y.Worthy, Narciſſa and Hillaria. 


Sir Wil. So! here's five thouſand Pounds got with a wet 
Finger! This ' tis to read Mankind! Iknew a young Lover 
wou'd never think he gave too much for his Miſtreſs? 
Well! if I don't ſuddenly meet with ſome Misfortune, I 
ſhall never be able to bear this tranquillity of Mind. | Exit. 


The SCE NE changes to Amanda's Houſe, 


Enter Amanda /c1a. 


Am. Thus far my Hopes have all been anſwer'd, and 


my Diiguue of vicious Love has charm'd him ev'n to a 
madneis of impure Deſire: But now I tremble to 
pull off the Maſk, leſt bare fac'd Virtue ſhould fright him 
from my Arms for ever. Yet ſure there are Charms in 
Virtue, nay, ſtronger and more pleaſing far than hateful 


Vice can boait of! elie why have holy Martyrs periſh'd 


for its ſake? While Lewdͤneſs ever gives ſevere Repen- 
tance, and unwilling Death.—Good Heav'n inſpire my 
Heart, and hang upon my Tongue the force of Truth and 
Eloquence, that J may lure this wandring Falcon back to 
Love and Virtue.- 


Enter Loveleſs in new Clothes. 


Am. How fare you, Sir? D'ye not already think your 


ſelf confin d? Are you not tired with my eaſy Love ? 
Lowe. O never! never! you have ſo fill'd my Thoughts 


| with Pleaſures paſt, that but to reflect on em, is ſtill new 
Rapture to my Soul, and the Bliis muſt laſt while I have 
| Lite or Memory. | | | N 


Am. No Flattery, Sir! 1 lov'd you for your Plain- deal- 


ing; and to preſerve my good Opinion, tell me, what 


thinks 


5 


2 . 
S 


— He comes, and now my dreaded _ 
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think you of the Grape's perſuading Juice? Come, ſpeak 
freely, wou'd not the next 'Tavern-Buſh put all this out 
of your Head. ; 

Lowe. Faith, Madam, to be free with you, I am apt to 
think you are in the right on't . For tho Love and Wine 
are two very fine Tunes, yet they make no Muſick, if 
you play them both together; ſeparately they raviſh us: 
Thus the Miftreſs ought to make room for the Bottle, 
the Bottle ſor the Miſtreſs, and both to wait the Call of 
Inclination. 

Am. That's generouſly fooken—T have oblery? d, Sir, 

all your Diſcourſe, you confeſs ſomething of a Man that 
has throughly known the World. Pray give me leave 
to aſk of you, of what Condition you are, and whence you 
came ? | 
Lowe. Why, in the firſt place, Madam, —by Birth I 
am a Gentleman; by ill Friends, good Wine, and falſe 
Dice, almoſt a Beggar : But by your Servant's miſtaking 
me, the happieſt Man that ever Love and Beauty ſmil'd on. 

Am. One thing more, Sir! Are you aaa: Goo Nov 
my Fears. CO 14 de. 

Lewe. I was, but very young. | 

Am. What was your Wife? 
Lowe. A fooliſh loving Thing, that built Calles i in 
the Air, and thought it impoſſible for a Man to forſwear 
himſelf when he made Love. 

Am. Was ſhe not virtuous ? 

Love. Umph! Yes, faith, I believe he might, I was 
nter jealous of her. 
Am. Did you ne'er love her ? 

Lowe. Ah, moſt damnably at firſt, for ſhe was s within 
two Women of my Maidenhcad. 

Am. What's become of her? 

Love. Why, after I had been from her beyond Sen, 
about ſeven or eight years, like a very loving Fool ſhedy'd 
of the Pip, and civilly left me the World to range in. 
Am. Why did you leave her? 
Love. Becauſe ſhe grew ſtale, and I cou'd not whore in 


| quiet tor her: Beſides, ſhe was always exclaiming againſt 


my Extravagancies, particularly my Gaming,which ſhe 

ſo violently oppos'd, that I fancy'd a Pleaſure in it, which 
Ince I never found tor in one Month I loſt between 
* 


in 


call'd in to pay my Debts. This Misfortune made my 
Creditors come ſo thick upon me, that I was forc'd to 
mortgage the remaining part of my Eſtate to purchaſe 


new Pleaſure; which I knew cou'd not do on this fide 
of the Water, amidſt the Clamours of inſatiate Duns, 


and the more hateful Noiſe of a complaining Wite. 


Am. Don't you wiſh you had taken her Counſel, tho'? E 


Love. Not I, faith, Madam. 
Am. Why ſo. 


Lowe. Becauſe 'tis to no purpoſe : Iam Maſter of more 
Philoſophy, than to be concern'd at what I can't help.— 


But now, Madam, — pray give me leave to inform wy 


ſelf as far in your Condition? 


Am. In a word, Sir, till you-know me thoroughly, 
I muſt own myſelf a perfect Riddle to you. 
Lowe. Nay, nay, I know you are a Woman: But 1 in 


| what Circumitances, Wife or Widow ? 


Am. A Wite, Sir; a tr ue, a faithful, and a virtuous 


„ 


Lowe. Umh! truly, Madam, your Story begins ſome- 


thing like a Riddle: A virtuous Wife, fay you? What, 


and was you never falſe to your Huſband ? 


Am. | never was, by Heav'n! for him, and only him, | 


I ſtill love above the World. 
Lowe. Good agen! Pray, Madam, don't vour Me- 


mory fail you ſometimes ? becauſe 1 fancy You c don't re- 
member what you do over Night! 


Am. I told you, Sir, I ſhou'd appear a Riddle to you: 


But if my Heart will give me leave, I'Il now unloole 


your fetter'd Apprehenſion: But I muſt firſt amaze 


you more; — Pray, Sir, ſatisfy me in one Particular :— - 
Tis this, —What are your undiſſembled Thoughts of 

Virtue? Now, if you can, ſhake off your looſe unthink- 
ing Part, and ſummon all your force of manly Reaſon 


to reſolve me. 
Lowe. Faith, Madam, W T'E 2 this is a very odd 


Queſtion tor a Woman of your Character. ] matt con- 


feis you have amaz'd me. 
Am. It ought not to amaze you! Why ſhou'd you think 
I make a mock of Virtue ? But laf: Night you allow'd my 


Underianding greater than is uſual in our Sex: If fo, can 


you 
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Toer Laſt Shift ; or, 


youbelieve I have no farther Senſe of Happineſs, than what 
this empty, dark, and barren World can yield me? No, 
L have yet a Proſpect of a {ublimer Bliſs, an Hope that 
carries me to the bright Regions of eternal Day. 

Love. Humh! I thought her laſt Night's Humour was 
too good to hold. I ſuppoſe, by and by ſhe will aſk me to 
gc to Church with her. ——Faith, Madam, in my mind 

this Diſcourſe is a littte out of the way. You told me ] 

| ſhould be acquainted with your Condition, and at preſent 
that's what I had rather be inform'd of. 
Am. Sir, you ſhall : But firſt, this Queſtion mult be 
anſwer' d: Your Thoughts of Virtue, Sir ?——By all my 
Hopes of Bliſs hereafter, your anſwering this, pronounces 
halt my good or evil Fate for ever: Buton my Knees I | 
beg you, do not ſpeak till you have weigh'd it well: — Þ . 
Anſwer me with the ſame truth and lincerity, as you 
wou'd aniwer Heav'n at your lateſt hour.  Þ- « 

Lowe. Your Words confound me, Madam: ſome won- | 1 
drous Secret ſure lies ripen'd in your Breaſt, and ſeems | 
to ſtruggle for its fatal Birth! What i is it J muſt anſwer 


ou? = 
7 Am. Give me your real Thoughts of Vi irtue, Sir: Can f 
you believe there ever was a Woman truly Miſtreſs of it, 
or is it only Notion ? 2 
love. Let me conſider, Madam. [ 4/de. 1 What can 
this mean? Why is ſhe ſo earneſt in her Demands, and b. 
begs m2 to be ſerious, as if her Life depended upon my fc 
Anſwer ?-—[I will reſolve her as I ought, as Truth, and Þ of 
Reaſon, and the ſtrange Occaſion ſeems to preſs me.— ÞF 
Moft of your Sex confound the very Name of Virtue ; for 


they wou'd ſeem to live without Deſires; which, cou'd m 
they do, that were not Virtue, but the defect of unper- Bi 
forming Nature, and no praiſe to them? For who can 
boaſt a Victory when they have no Foe to conquer? Now a! 
ſhe alone gives the faireſt Proofs of Virtue, whoſe Con- th, 
ſcience, and whoſe Force of Reaſon can curb her warm Þ rai 
Deſires, when Opportunity wou'd raiſe 'em: That ſucha Þ| 


Woman may be found, I dare believe. He 
Am. May l believe that from your Soul you 58 this the 
undiſſembled Truth? fou 
Loe. Madam, you may. But ſtill you rack me with an bes 


Amazement! Why am Iafk'd ſo ſtrange a Queſtion ? 


Am. 


Burthen. 
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Am. I'll give you eaſe immediately. — Since then you 


have allow'd a Woman may be virtuous, —— How will 
you excuſe the Man who leaves the Boſom of a Wife ſo 


qualify'd, for the abandon' d Pleaſures of deceitful Proſti- 
tutesꝰ ruins her Fortune! contemns her Counſel! loaths 


her Bed, and leaves her to the lingring Miſeries of Deipair 
and Love: While, in return of all theſe Wrongs, ſhe, his 
poor forſaken Wife, meditates no Revenge but what her 
Piercing Tears, and ſecret Vows to Heav'n for his Con- 
verſion, yield her: Yet ſtill loves on, is conſtant and un- 


ſhaken to the laſt! Can you believe that ſuch a Man can 


live without the Stings of Conſcience, and yet be Maſter 
of his Senſes ! Conſcience ! did you ne'cr feel the Checks 
of it? Did it never, never tell you of your broken Vows ? 
Lo ve. That you ſhou'd aſk me this, confounds my Rea- 
ſon :— And yet your Words are utter'd with ſuch a pow- 
erful Accent, they have awaken'd my Soul, and ſtrike 
my Thoughts with Horror and Remorie. 
En N [Stands in a fd Poſture. 
Am. Then let me ſtrike you nearer, decper yet 


| But arm your Mind with gentle Pity firſt, or I am loft 


for ever. 


Love. Lam all Pity, all Faith, Expectation, and confus'd 


 Amazement: Be kind, be quick, and eaſe my Wonder. 


Am. Look on me well: Revive your dead Remem- 


| brance: And oh! for pity's fake, [ Kneeli] hate me not 
for loving long; faithtully forgive this innocent Attempt 
of a deſpairing Paſſion, and I ſhall die in quiet. 


Love. Hah ! ſpeak on 75 [ Amaxzed. 
Am. It will not be !——The Word's too weighty for 
my faultring Tongue, and my Soul ſinks beneath the fatal 
Oh! [ Falls on the Ground. 
Love. Ha! ſhe faints! Look up, fair Creature! behold 


a Heart that bleeds for your Diſtreſs, and fain wou'd ſhare 
the weight of your oppreſſing Sorrows! Oh! thou haſt 
rais'd a Thought within me, that ſhocks my Soul. 
Am. "Tis done! [Ri/ing.] The Conflia's paſt, and 
þ Heav'n bids me ſpeak undaunted. Know then, ev'n all 
the boaſted Raptures of your laſt Night's Love, you 


found in your Amanda's Arms: — I am your Wife. 
Love. Hah! | e | 

Am. For ever bleſs'd or miſerable, as your next Breath 
mall ſentence me, 1 Lowe. 


72 Love's Laſt Shift; or, 
Love. My Wife! impoſſible! Is ſhe not dead? How 
ſhall I believe thee? | 
Am. How Time and my Afflictions may have alter'd 
me, I know not; but here's an indelible Confirmation. 
[Bares her Arms.) Theſe ſpeaking Characters, which in 
_ 1 Bloom our early Paſſions mutually re- 
corded. | 


Love. Hah ! tis here:—tis no Illuſion, but my real 


Name; which ſeems to upbraid me as a Witneſs of my 
perjur'd Love: — Oh, I am confounded with my Guilt, 
and tremble to behold thee.— Pray give me leave 

to think. | . Turns from her, 
Am. I will: [ Kneels.) But you muſt look upon me: 
For only Eyes can hear the Language of the Eyes, and 


mine have {ure the tendereſt Tale of Love to tell, that ever 


Miſery, at the dawn of riſing Hope, cou'd utter. 


Love. I have wrong'd you. Oh! riſe ! baſely wrong'd 


you! And can ] ſee your Face? 

Am. One kind, one pitying Look cancels thoſe Wrongs 
for ever: Andoh! forgive my fond preſuming Paſſion ; 
for from my Soul I pardon and forgive you all: All, all 
but this, the greateit, your unkind Delay of Love. 


Love. Oh! ſeal my Pardon with thy trembling Lips, 
while with this tender Graſp of fcnd reviving Love I ſeize . 


my Bliſs, and ſtifle all thy Wrongs for ever. 
3 3 [ Embraces her. 
Am. No more; I'll waſh away their memory in Tears 
of flowing Joy. 5 
Lowe. Oh! thou haſt rouz'd me from my deep Lethargy 
of Vice ! For hitherto my Soul has been enſlav'd to looie 
Deſires, to vain deluding Follies, and Shadows of ſubſtan- 
tial Bliſs : But now I wake with Joy, to find my Rapture 


real. Thus let me kneel and pay my Thanks to her, 


whoſe conquering Virtue has at laſt ſubdu'd me. Here 
will I fix, thus proſtrate, ſigh my Shame, and waſh my 
Crimes in never-ceaſing Tears of Penitence. _ 
Am. O riſe! this Poſture heaps new Guilt on me: 
Now you overpay nne. 5 


Lode. Have I not uſed thee like a Villain? For almoſt 
ten long Years depriv'd thee of my Love, and ruin'd all * 
thy Fortuue ! But I will labour, dig, beg, or ſtarve, to 


An. 


give new Proofs of my unteign'd Affection. 


0 
La. 
ciſe 
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An. Forbear this Tenderneſs, left I repent of having 


mov*d your Soul ſo far. You ſhall not need to beg, Heav'n 
has provided for us beyond its common care: Tis now 
near two Years ſince my Uncle, Sir William Wealthy, ſent 
you the News of my pretended death ; knowing the ex- 
travagance of your Temper, he thought it fit you ſhou'd 
believe no other of me; and about a Month after he had 


ſent you that Advice, poor Man, he dy'd, and left me in 


full poſſeſſion of Two thouſand Pounds a Year, which I 


now cannot offer as a Gift, becauſe my Duty, and your 


lawful Right, makes you the undiſputed Maſter of it. 
Love. How have I Jabourd for my own undoing ; 


while, in deſpite of all my Follies, kind Heav'n reſolv'd 
my Happinets. 5 ES, 


Enter a Servant to Amanda. 


Sery. Madam, Sir William Wiſewou'd has ſent your N 
Ladyſhip the Writings you deſir'd him, and ſays he'll 


wait on you immediately. | Ea 
Am. Now, Sir, if you pleaſe to withdraw awhile, you 


Love. None, none that can outweigh a virtuous Mind; 
while in my Arms I thus can circle thee, I graſp more 
Treaſure, than in a Day the poſting Sun can travel o'er. 
Oh! why have I ſo long been blind to the Perfections of 


thy Mind and Perſon? Not knowing thee a Wife, I found 


thee charming beyond the Wiſhes of luxurious Love. Is 


it then a Name, a Word ſhall rob thee of thy Worth ? 


Can Fancy be a ſurer Guide to Happineſs than Reaſon ? 

Oh, I have wander'd like a benighted Wretch, and loſt 

myſelf in Life's unpleaſing Journey. 5 
Tabas heedleſs Fancy, firſt that made me ſtray, 


But Reaſon now breaks forth, and lights me on my way. 


; ” [Exeunt, 
The SCENE changes to an Entry, 


Enter three or four Servants. 


1 / Serv. Prithee, Tom, make haſte below there; my 
Lady has order'd Dinner at half an hour after One, pre- 
ciſely. Look out ſome of the Red that came in laſt. 


{ 7avo of the Servants haaul Snap and Amanda's Woman 
out of the Cellar. | | | 
| #1 Serv. 

| ; 


may inform yourſelf how fair a Fortune you are Maſter | 
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1 24 Serv. Come, Sir, come out here, and ſhew your 
ace. 
Nom. Oh, I am des, ruin'd ! 
24 Serv. Pray, Sir, who are you, and what was your 
Buſineſs, and how, in the Devil's Name, came you here ? 
Snap. Why truly, Sir, the Fleſh led me to the Cellar- 
Door; but I believe the Devil puſh'd me in.——That 
Gentlewoman can inform you better. 
34 Serv. Pray, Mrs. Anne, how came you two toge- 
ther in the Cellar? _ 
Nom. Why, he—he—pu—pu—pull'd me in. [Sebbing. 
34 Serv. But how the Devil came he in? 
Nom. He fe—fe—fe—fell in. | 
24 Serv. How came he into the Houſe ? 
Mom. I don—do—don't know. 
2d Serv. Ah! you area Crocodile; I thought whats was 
the Reaſon I cou'd never get a good Word from you: 
What in a Cellar too! But come, Sir, we will take care 
of you, however. Bring him along, we will firſt carry 
him before my Lady, and then tots him in a Blanket. 
Snap. Nay, but Gentlemen] dear Gentlemen.[ Exeunt. 


Enter Lov, Amvinds, Elder Worthy, Young Worthy, 
Narciſſa, and Hillaria, 


El. Mir. This is indeeda joyful Day; we muſt all con- 
gratulate your Happineſs. 
Am Which while our Lives permit us to enjoy, we 
muſt ſtill reflect with gratitude on t! e generous Author 
of it. Sir, we owe you more than words can pay you. 


Love. Words are indeed too weak, therefore let my 


Gratitude be dumb till it can ſpeak in Actions. 
Y. Wor. The Succeſs of the Deſign I thought on, 


| ſufficiently rewards me. 
Hil. When I reflect upon Amanda's paſt Afflictions, 


I cou'd almoſt weep to think of her Unexpected Change | 


of Fortune 
EI. Wor. Methinks her fair Example o' d perſuade 


all conſtant Wives ne'er to repine at unrewarded Virtue. 


Nay, ev'n my Brother being the firſt Adviier of it, has | 


aton'd for all the looſeneſs of his Character. 
Lowe. I never can return his kindneſs, 


3 | : dies" 


Nar. In a ſhort time, Sir, I _—_ you'll meet with 
an Opportunity, 1f you can f: 
Love, after his Honey-Moon's over. 


Lowe. The Receipt is eaſily found, Madam; Love's a 


tender Plant which can't hve out of a warm Bed: You. 


mult take care, with undiſſembled kindneſs, to keep him 
from the Northern Blaſt of Jealouſy. 


Nar. But I have heard, yourexperienc'd Lovers make 
uſe of Coldneſs, and that's more agreeable to my Incli- 


nation. 


Lowe. Coldneſs, Madam, before! Marriage, | like throw- 


ing a little Water upon a clear Fire, makes it burn the 


fiercer; but after Marriage, you muſt ſtill take care to 


lay on freſh Fuel. 


Nar. Oh fie, Sir! How many Examples have we e of 
Mens hating their Wives for being too fond of 'em ? 

Lowe. No wonder, Madam: You may ſtifle a F lame, 
by heaping on too great a Load. 

Nar. Nay, Sir, it there be no other way of deſtroying 
his Paſſion tor me, he may love till Doomſday. 


El. Mor. Humh ! don't you ſmell Powder, Gentlemen? | 
Sir N. owelty i is not far off. 


Lowe. What not our Fellow. Collegian, I hope, that 
was expel'd the Univerſity for beating the Fromoe * 


El. Wor. The ſame. 
Lowe. Does that Weed grow till? 


Enter Sir Novelty. 15 
Sir Now. Ladies, your humble Servant. Dear Loveleſs, 


let me embrace thee, I amoverjoy'dat thy good Fortune: 
Stop my Vitals, —the whole Town rings of italready— 
IMy Lady Tattle-torgue has tir'd a pair of Horſes in ſpread- 


ing the News about. Hearing, Gentlemen, that you were 
all met upon an extraordinary good Occaſion, I cou'd not 


reſiſt this Opportunity of joining my Joy with yours : 
For you mult know I am 


Nar. Marry'd, Sir! 


 Nar. And Pray, Sir, how do you find your ſelf after 
1 | 


os Nov. 
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a Receipt to preſerve 


El. War. Ay, faith, and as rank as ever, as you ſhall 
_ ice; for here he comes, | 


Sir Nov. To my Liberty, Madam! Thave juſt parted 
rom my Miſtreſs. 
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Sir New. The happieſt Man alive, Madam; Pleaſant ! 
Eaſy ! Gay! Light! and Free as Air: Ha! [Capers.] 1 
beg your Ladyſhip's pardon, Madam, but upon my Soul 


J cannot conhne my Rapture. 


Nar. Are you io indifferent, Sir? $1 
Sir Nov. Oh! Madam, ſhe's engag'd already to a 
Temple Beau! I ſaw 'em in a Coach together, fo fond! 
and bore it with as unmov'd a Countenance, as Tom 
Worthy does a tliund'ring Jeſt in a Comedy, when the 
whole Houſe roars at it. | | „ 
7. Mor. Pray, Sir, what occafion'd your Separation ? 
Sir Now. Why this, Sir: - Vou muſt know, ſhe being 
ſtill poſſeſo d with a brace of implacable Devils, call'd Re- 
venge and Jealouſy, dogg'd me this Morning to the Cho- 
colate-houle, where I was oblig'd to leave a Letter for a 
young fooliſh Girl, that—(you'll excuſe me, Sir ;) which 
T had no ſooner deliver'd to the Maid of the Houſe, but 
whip! ſhe inatches it out of her Hand, flew at her like a 
Dragon, tore off her Headcloths, flung down three or four 
Sets of Lemonade-glaſſes, daſh'd my Lord Whites Cho- 
colate in his Face, cut him over the Noſe, and had like 
to have ſtrangl'd me in my own Steinkirk. | 
Lowe. Pray, Sir, how did tnis end? 
Sir Nov. Comically, ſtop my Vitals ! for in the Cloud of 


Powder that ſhe had batter'd out of the Beau's Periwigs, 


J ſtole away: After which, I ſent a Friend to her with an 
Offer, which ſhe readily accepted (three hundred Pounds 
a year during Life) provided ſhe wou'd renounce all Claims 
to me, and reſign my Perſon to my own Diſpoſal. 
El. Wor. Methinks, Sir Novelty, you were a little too 
extravagant in your Settlement, conſidering how the Price 
of Women 1s fallen, | 5 5 
Sir Now. Therefore I did it, to be the firſt Man 
ſhou'd raiſe their Price: For the Devil take me, the Wo- 


men of the Town now come down ſo low, that my very} 
Footman, while he kept my place t'other Day at the Pla; - 
_ houſe, carry'd a Mask out of the Side-box with him. and, 


_ ſtop my Vitals, the Rogue is now taking Phyſick for't. 
Enter the Servants with Snap. 

1/t Serv. Come, bring him along there. 

ove. How now ! hah ! Snap in hold? Pray let's kno» 

the Buſineſs; releaſe him, Gentlemen. 


* 


4 


1. Sera 


DD 


taken in the Cellar with my Lady's Woman: She ſays 
he kept her in by Force, and was rude to her: She 


ſtands crying here without, and begs her Ladyſhip to do 
her Juſtice. 


Am. Mr. Loveleſs, we are both the occaſion of this 


Misfortune ; and for the poor Girl's Reputation: -ake, 


ſomething ſhou'd be done. 


Lowe. Snap, aniwer me diretly, have you lain with 
this poor Gurl? 

Snap. Why truly, Sir, imagining you were doing little 
leſs with my Lady, I muſt confeſs I did commit Fami- 


liarity with her, or ſo, Sir. 


Love. Then you ſhall marry her, sir! No Reply, 
unleſs it be your Promiſe. 

Sa oy. Marry her! O Lord, Sir, after I have lain with 
her? Why, Sir! how the Devil can you think a Man 
can have any Stomach to his Dinner, after he has had 
three or four Slices off the Spit? 


Love. Well, Sirrah ! to renew your Appetite, and be- 
cauſe thou haſt been my old Acquaintance, III $ive thee 


an hundred Pounds with her, and thirty Pounds a year 
during Life, to ſet you up in ſome honeſt Employment. 


Snap. Ah! Sir, now I underſtand you: Heav'n reward 


| dom ! Well, Sir, I partly find thatthe genteel Scenes of our 
es are pretty well over; and I thank Heav*n, that I 
have ſo much Grace left, that I can repent, when I have 
no more opportunities of being wicked. Come, Spouſe, 


[She enters] here's my Hand, the reſt of my Body ſhall 


be forth coming. Ah! little did my Maſter and I think 


laſt N that we were robbing our own Orchards. 


[Exeunt. 
. Wor, Brother, ſtand upon your g guard; here comes 


ns ir William, | 
18 Enter $ir William Wiſewoud. 


Sir Il. Joy, Joy to you all. Madam, I congratulate 
your good Fortune. Well, my dear Rogue, muſt not 1 


Five thee Joy, too? ha! 


© Y. Wor. It you pleaſe, Sir: But] confeſs I 3 more 
than I deſerve already. 


Sir Vil. And art thou marry'd? 
7. War. Yes, Sir, la am marry'd. : 
; Sir 
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1% Serv. Why, an' t pleaſe you, Sir, this Fellow was 


4 
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Sir Jil. Odſo, Iam glad on't: I dare {wear thou do'ſt 

not grudge me the 0 . 5 

. Wir. Not J, really, Sir: You have given me all my 

Soul could wiſh for, but the addition of a Father's Bleſ- 

ſing. 5 | [ Xnecls awith Narciſſa. 

Sir Fil. Humh! what do'ſt thou mean? I am none of 
thy Father. : 

7. Wor. This Lady is your Daughter, Sir, I hope. 

Sir Wil. Prithee get up! prithee get up] thou art fark IF 
mad! True, I believe ſhe may be my Daughter: Well, 
and ſo, Sir! 

T. Wor. If ſhe be not, I'm certain ſhe's my Wife, Sir. | 

Sir Fil. Humh! Mr. Worthy, pray, Sir, do me the 

Favour to help me to underſtand your Brother a little. 
Do you know any thing of his being married? 
FI. Hor. Then, without any abuſe, Sir William, he 
N your Daughter this very Morning, not an Hour t 
ago, Sir. 1 N 
ir Wil. Pray, Sir, whoſe Conſent had you? Who 
EOS EF # SW or ce 
J. Vo, Our mutual Love, and your Conſent, Sir; which 
theſe Writings entitling her to a thouſand Pounds a year, 
and this Bond, whereby you kave oblig'd your ſelf to pay 
me five thouſand Pounds on our day of Marriage, are 
ſufficient Proofs of ” 
x Sir Vil. He, he! I gave your Brother ſuch a Bond, 
ir? = 
T. Wor. You did ſo; but the Obligation is to me: 
Look there, Sir. | | 
Sir Wil. Very good! this is my Hand, I muſt con- 
feſs, Sir: And what then? | 
J. Wor. Why then, I expect my five thouſand Pounds, 
Sir: Pray, Sir, do you know my Name:? 

Sir Wil. J am not drunk, Sir; I am {ure it was Worthy, 
and Fack, or Tom, or Dich, or foracthing. 
J. Wor. No, Sir, I'll ſhew you——'tis William ; look} a 
you there, Sir: You ſhou'd have taken more care of the 
Lawyer, Sir, that fill'd up the Blank. a 

EI. Wor. So, now his 3 are open. IM 
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Sir il. And have you marry'd my Daughter again t yo 
my Conſent, and trick d me out of five thoutand Pounds] 


Ei 


Sir? 


Hil. His Brother, Sir, has marry'd me too with my 
Conſent, and I ain not trick'd out of tive thouſand Pounds. 

Sir Wil. Inſulting Witch! Look ye, Sir, I never had a 
ſubl.aniial Cauſe to be angry in my Lite before: But now 
I have Rea'on on my ſide, 1 Will indulge my Indignation 
moſt immoderately : I mult conte:s, I have not patience 
to wait the ſlow Redreſs of a tedious Law-luit ; there- 
fore am reſolv'd to right myſelf the neareit way; 
Draw, draw, Sir: Vou muſt not enjoy my ſive thouſand 
Pounds, tho' I fling as much more after it, in procuring a 
Parden for killing you [They hold him.] Let me come 
at him! Fil murder him! ri cut him! ll tear him, PII 
bro! him, and eat him! a Rogge* a Dog] a curled Dog ! 
a cut-throat, murdering Dog ! 


El. Vor. O fie, Sir William, how monſtrous is this 


Pa.:ion? 
Sir Wil. You have diſarm'd me, but I ſhall find a time 
to poiſon him. 


Love. Think FIR on't, Sir William, your Daughter 
has marry'd a Gentleman, and one whole Love entitles 


him to her Perſon. 
Sir Wil. Ay, but the five choulind Pounds, Sir! Why 


the very Report of his having ſuch a Fortune, will ruin 


him. I'll warrant you, within this Week he will have 


more Duns at his Chamber in a Morning, than a gaming 


Lord after a good Night at the Groom- Forter s, or a Poet 
upon the fourth Day of his new Play. I ſhall never be 
pleaſed with paying. it againſt my own Content, Sir. 


Hil. Vet you wou'd have had me done it, Sir William: 
But, however, I heartily wiſh you wou'd as freely torgive 


Mr. Worthy, as I do you, Sir. 


Sir Val. I muſt confets, this Girl's Good- rature makes 


me aſham'd of what I have offer d: But, Mr. or thy, I 


did not expect ſuch Mage from a Man of your Character; 


J always took you for a Gentleman. 


£1. Wor. You ſhall find me no other, Sir. Brother, 
a word with you. 


Lowe. Sir William, I have * Obligations to this Gens > 


tieman, and have io great a Confidence in your Daughter's 
Merit, and his Love, that I here promiie to return you 


me your hve thouſand Pounds, if after the expiration of one 


Year, 
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Year, you are then diſſatisfy'd in his being your Son- in- 
Jaw... 
| $ Wor. But ſee, Brother, he has foreſtal'd your Pur- 
ole 
; El. Hor. Mr. Loveleſs, you have been before-hand with 
| me, but you muſt give me leave to offer Sir Milliam my 
Joint Security for what has promiſed him. 
Lowe. With all my heart, Sir: Dare you take our 
Bonds, Sir William ? 

Y. Wor. Hold, Gentlemen! I ou d bluſh to be oblig'd 
to that degree: Therefore, Sir William, as the firſt proof 
of that Reſpect and Duty I owe a Father, I here, unask'd, ; 
return your Bond, and will henceforth expect nothing 
from you, but as my Conduct ſhall deſerve it. 

Am. This is indeed a generous Act; methinks *twere 
pity it ſhould go unrewarded. 

Sir Wil. Nay, now you vanquiſh me; after this, I can't 
ſuſpect your future Conduct: There, Sir, 'tis yours, I 
acknowledge the Bond, and wiſh you all the happineſs 
of a bridal Bed. Heav'ns Bleſſing on you both : Now 
rile, my Boy ; and let the W know etwas I ſet you 
upon your Legs again, 

F. Wor. I'll ſtudy to deſerve your Bounty, Sir... 

Love. Now, Sir William, you have ſhewn yourſelf a 

Father. This prudent Action has ſecur'd your Daughter 

from the uſual Conſequence of a ſtol'n Marriage, a Parent's 

Curie. Now ſhe mult be happy 1 in her Love, while you 
have ſuch a tender care on't. 

Am. This is indeed a happy Meeting: We all of us 
have drawn our ſeveral Prizes in the Lottery of human 
Life; therefore I beg our Joys may be united: Not one 
of us muſt part this Day. The Ladies Pl intreat my 
Gueſts. 

Love. The reſt are mine, and I hope will often be ſo. 
Am. Tis yet too ſoon to dine: therefore, to divert us 
in the mean time, what think you of a little Muſick ? he 
Subject perhaps not improper to this Occaſion. 

3 Wer. "Twill W us,! Madam; ; we are all Lovers 
3 


The 
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The SCENE draws, and diſcovers Lov 
' ſeated on a Throne, attended with a 
|. Cho us. 


7 F AME. 
| . IL! Hail! viclorious Love! 


r To whom all Hearts beloaw, 
With no leſs Pleaſure bow, 
d Than to the thund ring Jove, 
Vi The happy Souls above. 
, Cho, Hail! Se. 
Enter RE As O N. 
os | REASON. 
a Ceaſe, ceaſe, fond Fools, your empty Naife, 
at And follow not ſuch idle Joys: 
11 Love gives you but aſhort-liv'd Bliſs, 
= But I beflow immortal Happineſs. 
d 


du 2 L O VE. 
| Rebellious Reaſon, talk ng more; | 

Of all my Slaves, I thee abhor : 

But thou, alas! do ſt firive in ain 7 

To free the Lover from a pleaſing Chain; | 

In ſpite of Realon, Love ſhall [ive and "Og. 
Cho. In ſpite, Sc. 

A Martial Symphony. 


Enter HONOUR, 
at Wretch would follow Love's Alarms, 
JV hen Honour's Trumpet founds to Arms |! 
Hark ! how the xvarlike Notes znſpire 


1 In ev'ry Br wr a Sewing Fire 
rt us 
- Hark ! how it fell, with Lowe and. Heft Def, re! 
HONOUR. 


' Behold, behold the marry F, State, 
By thee too ſoon betray d, 
Kepenting now too late. 
Enter 


82 LOVERS Laſt Shift. 
Enter MARRIAGE auth his Vote. 


| MARRIAGE. 
O! tell me cruel God of Love, 
Why diaſt thou my Thoughts poſſeſs 
With ef] Round of rf x Lal 
And yet alas! I lead a wretched Life, 
Don d to this galling Yoke, —the Emblem of a Wife ! 


LOVE. 
Ungrateful Wretch ! haw dar'ft thou Love upb! aid, 
4 1 thee Raptures in the bridal Bed. 


MARRIAGE. 
Tong fince, alas! the airy Viſions fled, 
And IJ, with wandring Flames my 7 von feed. 
O! tell me, pow'rful God, 
Where I ſhall : ey 
My former Peace of Mind? 


LOVE. 
Where firſt I promis'd thee a happy Life, 
There thou ſhalt find it in a virtuous Wife. 


LOVE and FAME. 
G7 3 unhappy Wretch, and mourn 
For all thy guilty Paſſion paſt; 
There thou ſhalt thoſe Foys return, 
Which ſhall for ever, ever laſt. 


End with the firſt C Horus. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Love. "Twas generouſly deſign'd, and all my Life to 
come ſhall ſhew how I approve the Moral. Oh! Amanda { 
once more receive me tothy Arms; and while I am there, 
let all the World confeſs my Happineſs. By my Example 
taught, let every Man, whoſe Fate has bound him to a 
marry'd Life, beware of letting looſe his wild Deſires: For 


if Experience may be atlow'd to judge, I muſt proclaim 
the Folly of a wandring Paſſion. The greateſt ns; al 
wie can hope on Earth, 

And ſure the neareſt to the Toys above, 

Is the chaſte Rapture of a virtuous Lowe. 
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